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PER EE 


1 N the opinion of ſenfibic perſons the Muſes 
are allowed to be the friends and patroneſſes of 
liberty ; and always employed with dignity and 
uſefulneſs, when engaged on ſubjects intereſting 
to the human race: Therefore I preſume to 
hope the following Poem may meet with an in- 
dulgent reception from the ſerious and candid 
reader; as the defence of female honour, and 
the Chriſtian religion, muſt be intereſting to 
every mind impreſſed with the dignity of both. 


The narrative of TyuzopoRA and DipyMuſy 
as handed down to us by the Honourable Mr. 
Boyle, is a ſubject which has long ſince ſug- 
geſted a wiſh to me of ſeeing it in a poetical 
dreſs; where the language might be rendered 
more harmonious ang explicit by a modern pen, 
than it appears from the much reſpected Author 
from whom I have taken the hiſtorical facts. 
It would have been a moſt fatisfaftory pleaſure 
to me, to have ſeen ſome perſon, highly favoured 
in the Court of the Muſes, give THEODORA 
and DipyMus a new exiſtence in idea, in theſe 


tunes, when female heroiſm ſeems to languiſh, 
'A Wo 
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lingly preſume upon. If condemned, I have 


So ſerious © for the million: a deſpair of ſee- 


hold a pen, or, in the more emphatical words 


[ xvii ] 
and religion wants its vital ſupport. To illuſ- 
trate this, the divine ſpirit of poetry may be 
thought applicable ; but, alas! as I am not en- 


dowed with that celeſtial gift, how far this hum- 


ble effort may appear cognizable on the Sacred : 
Mount muſt be left to the opinion of my judges, | 
and the deciſion of a future day. I am not ſo L 
eſtabliſhed or callous an author as to contemn ; 
criticiſm, the juſtice of which I dare not hope £ 
to ſoften or deprecate ; much leſs to ſhelter ,my- 3 
ſelf under that lenity from the public which I 
have already experienced, yet would not wil- 


only two ſhort pleas to make in extenuation of 


my crime: The ſtrong impulſe of my mind to 
_ -clucidate the noble characters I have faintly at- 


tempted doing juſtice to; and the ſubject being 


ing it attempted by venal authors; or indeed by 
any individual among thoſe more ſublime poe- 
tical geniuffes, to whom I am not worthy to 


of Holy Writ, “to unlooſe the ſhoe ſtrings 


Liberty in religion, and a right to preſerve 
female honour, ſeem to me the privilege of na- 
ture, and cocyal with gur exiſtence. — Happy, 
very happy! itis for us, who live under the 
Chriſtian æra, that we are not called to defend 
either by blood. If we were, it would be ſtill 
| | a greater 


L* 
2 greater glory, like our Martyrs, not to faint on 
the day of trial. Real great examples influence 
the ſolid underſtanding far more efficaciouſly 
than the fictitious: Beſides, I thought it hays 


dering upon profanity, or at leaſt a culpable le- 


vity, to have turned a piece of martyrology 
into a romance, or to have given it a dramatic 


ſemblance for lucrative reaſons. 
Song ſooths our pains ; and moſt have pains to ſooth, 


Virtue in diſtreſs, it has been often faid among 
the wiſeſt of the Heathen Sages, was **a fight 
on- which their gods' might look down with 
pleaſure.” And ſurely, THzopoRa's diftreſſes 
were of a omplicated nature, and ſo well borne, 
that Boyle was of opinion the memory of them 
ſhould not be confined to one city, age, or 

tury. — Perhaps it may be objected to the chi 
racer of the Heroine, that, as a Chriſtian, ſhe 
could not be juſtified in ſoliciting her lover to 
ſheath his ſword in her boſom. But let it be 
remembered here, that in the exigence of her 
ſituation only, St. Jerom himſelf makes an ex- 
ception againſt ſelf- murder being unlawful. — 
Not would the fatal importuned thruſt of the 
ſword deprive the Heroine's canonization in the 
bright army of Martyrs, more than it did St. 
John the Baptiſt, who was privately beheaded 
in a priſon. Beſides, the Fair · diſtreſſed could 

a2 not 
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not by any othier-means have ſo well evinced her 


juſt. regard for the life of her deliverer, which 
was far dearer to her than. her own, than by 
arguments ſhe made uſe of to preſerve. iff 
t I am inclined to think that neither here, 
nor in the ſubſequent part of the Poem, he 
language of the Chriſtian is abſorbed in that of 
the lover ; as I flatter myſelf the tenderneſs of 
the latter, is compatible with the inflexible for- 


titude of the former. I ſhould be very ſorry to 


dwindle a Hero into an Adonis, or make the 


object of his love expreſs ſentiments towards 


him unbecoming her age, ſex, or character; yet 
ſhe ſhould retain and demonſtrate a grateful eſ- 
teem for the man who riſqued his life in her 
defence. Our divine Milton has juſtly drawn 
the female boundary; when giving an account 
of Eve's mental endowments to the angel, he 


thus faid : 


So well to ber 
Her own, that what ſhe wills to do, or ſay, 
Seems wiſeſt, virtuouſeſt, diſcreeteſt, beft ! 


& + 


It is,allowed a very difficult taſk to confine 
poetry to the ſtrict letter of authentic hiſtory ; 
which is ſeldom expected by the moſt faſtidious 
critic from a female that doth not profeſs her- 
ſelf an adept in chronology. But it is well 
known that Antioch was under the Juriſdiction 
of 
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of Rome, and in Antioch the people were firſt 
called Chriſtians, and the perſecutions againſt 
them were very dreadful. there. TRHRODORA 
was thought a native of this city, and ſhes 
ſuppoſed by hiſtorians to have been of high qua- 
lity, a princeſs by rank, of exquiſite beauty and 
nervous piety z who lived and ſuffered martyr- 
dom under the reign of Diocletian, for being a 
Chriſtian ; on which hypotheſis I have grounded 
my Poem. I was unavoidably led by the nar- 
rative to mention the inhuman and ſavage treat- 
ment which the Heroine was threatened with: 
A circumſtance ſo ſhameful, that it was very 
painful even to hint at it; but T imagined to 
have ſuppreſſed theſe truths would have been 
greater injuſtice to THRODORA“ꝰs character, than 
the recital of them can be a reflection on the 
1 delicacy of mine. | 


I hopel ſhall ſtand aids to the public for 
this introduction to a Poem, the hiſtory of which 
may not be much known in the modern world. 
If this Publication is approved, and acceptable 
to the judicious reader, I ſhall be ſatisfied : if 
it riſes to the diſtinction of uſefulneſs, by in- 
culcating real duties, I ſhall be happy; conſci- 
ous that I have not been ſo ſtrenuous to engage 
the paſſions on the ſide of this compoſition, as 
the cool ſuffrage of reaſon in the dictates of phi- 


loſophy 


( xxii } 

foſophy and religion. If a period is now put 
my publications, permit me to fay, in the 
words of Dr. Johnſon,* I can look back on 
me of my works with pleaſure, ' which no 
blame, or praiſe of man, ſhall diminifh or aug- 
ment. I ſhalt never envy the honours whith 
wit and learning obtain in any other cauſe, if I 
ean be numbered among the writers who have 
given ardour to virtue, and confidence to truth.“ 


Celeſtial pow'rs ! that piety regard, 
Front you my labours wait their laſt reward. 


New Bond Street, * 
Jan. 1, 17 * 


* Sce the Concluſion to the Rambler, Vol. IV. 


. 
0 A NA „K 
Page 8, Line 14, for low thoughted, read tyrannic, 
30, 18, for an r, read vengeance. - 
33» 17, for And were thou call'd, read Wer't thou 
call'd now, 


43» 22z He or E'en, read , 
66, 18, for has, read hath. 
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7 HE Author preſents ber reſpectful compli- 
ments to the public, and particularly to thoſe 
friends by whoſe favour ſhe hath received the 
major number of her ſubſcribers names; ſhould 
there be any omiſſions in the liſt, ſhe preſumes to 
bope it will be juſtly attributed to her not being 
duly honoured with Thoſe names which are not 
mnſerted. © 


9 

Miſtakes happening relative to the delivery of 
the books, ſhall be rectiſied by addreſſing a line 
to Mrs. M. DzveRELL, No. 7, New Bond 
Street, London , ſaying to whom the ſubſcription 
Was given. 
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Aden r. 


The Exordium. The author's invocation to the Deity, to 


aſſiſt her muſe in the compoſition of the Pocm, to which 
ſhe juſtly thinks her abilities unequal. The perſecution of 
Chriſtians under the reign of Diocletian. The Preſident's 
cruel decree, impious alternative, and inhuman ſentence 
THEoDORA, unleſs ſhe would ſacrifice to the Pagan gods; 
which ſhe piouſly refuſing, is ſent to a cloſe priſon to be 
terrified into apoſtacy? or have the dreadful ſentence exe- 
cuted upon her by the Roman ſoldiery. Dibymvus, her 
lover, makes fervent application to Septimius, a virtuous 
Heathen, and brave Roman General, to favour the Heroine's 
eſcape from priſon, by permitting him firſt to viſit her 
there. This requeſt gained; the delicate and noble be- 
haviour of the Hero to the captive Fair, on their affecting 
interview. THeoDoRaA's ſtrong reluctance to leave her 
friend a victiq to the wraih of the Roman Preſident, for 
his generous Bu to her. She urges him to fave his 
life, and her honour, by ſheathing his ſword inftantly in 
her boſom. This requeſt meets with an abſolute refuſal 
from DiDyMus, as her lover, and as a Chriſtian. But 
time not admitting of farther expoſtulation, the diſtreſſed 
Maid is compelled to preſerve herſelf from violence at this 
criſis of her fate, by an exchange of habits with Dipvuus, 
and makes her eſcape from priſon in his military dreſs, 


,* 


a 


CATED I. 


Wu the ambitious i in bright circles run, 
And eager preſs to court the riſing ſun; | 
While flow'ry bards their novel tales ichearſe, 
And lure the ear by their enchanting verſe ! 
Scorning the ſplendid garlands of renown, - 

That oft the worthleſs, and the worthy crown; 
My Tragic Muſe adopts ſublimer themes 

Than e'er were found in wild poetic dreams, 

Bold are the flights of my advent'rous rhymps, 
To draw a Heroine forth from ancient times, 


Whoſe bright example might a nation charm, 
And with a facred fire thoſe boſoms warm, 
Which ne'er repreſs Commiſeration's ſigh, 
Or' check the tear in Pity's humid eye. 
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4 THEODORA AND DIDYMUS, 


Oh! may his pow'r, who can make weakneſs 
ſtrong, | 


With grace illumine the eventful ſong. 


Great God of Truth ! thy ſuccours 1 entreat, 
T' inſpire my muſe; and aid her to repeat 
To Albion's daughters, and each diſtant ſhore, 
The matchleſs fame of beauteous TyuzoDoRE. + 
Reflected woes ſhould awe the proud and vain, 


While truth difplays what virtue can ſuſtain ; 


Refulgent virtues, long obſcur'd from ſight, 
And ſets them in a ſtrong but candid light. 
Then here let gen'rous ſympathy prevail, 


While the hiſtoric page relates the tale. 


Untaught, alas! in early days to ſing, 
With aweful dread I touch the trembling ſtring; 
And * woo the muſe in her Athenian grove,” 
Where frequently my faint ideas rove, 
To reſcue from Oblivion's dreary ſhade, 
Thoſe truths which een th' incred'lous may per- 
„„ 
When Diocletian rul'd with iron rod, 
And Chriſtians trembled while they own'd their 
' God; 


When Perſecution its dire vengeance hurl'd, 
And ſpread its deſolation round the world 
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In Antioch many zealous Chriſtians dwelt, | 


Who firſt the tyranny of Pagans felt. 

Among this ſect a Virgin ſhone confeſt 
Supreme, iff all the Chriſtian graces dreſt : 

This Maid the brighteſt robe of virtue wore, 
And TyzopoRA was the name ſhe bore. 

Her extract rather ſeem'd from heav'n than earth, 
Tho' noble parents gave the Virgin birth. 

This pious Fair, refuſing ſacrifice | 


| To Venus, Flora, ſenſeleſs deities ! 


Is thruſt by ſavage pow'r—bluſh, bluſh my muſe, 
A virtuous proſtitute in public ſtews ! 

So vile a ſentence checks my fault'ring pen, 
Abhorr'd by all but the moſt brutal men. 

Such was the cruel Judge, who fat in ſtate, 


To puniſh innocence with direful hate; 


Whoſe wrath, imploring pity might appeaſe, 

As ſoon as make the ſtormy ocean ceaſe ; 

With deepeſt malice, and with thund'ring voice, 

Would he o'er woes of miſery rejoice. 

He thus proclaim'd the fiend within his breaſt, 

And his fell hate to Chriſtians thus expreſt : 
Unheard of tortures, pincers, racks, and fire, 

Shall yengeful ſpeak my unrelenting ire 
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Againſt thoſe Chriſtians who our rites diſdain, 
And call our gods idolatrous and vain. 

If theſe will not to our great altars fly, 
With incenſe in their hands, and wEeping eye, 
Know, that repugnant ſect ſhall inſtant feel 
The ſharp effects of the deſtructive ſteel 
Nor ſhall the pleading virgin's guſhing tears, 
Nor yet the plaintive matron's ardent pray'rs, 
Prevail on me compaſſion e'er to ſhow, 

Or check the torrent of their threat'ning woe. 
He ended here — Nor thought the force of fate 
Could ſnatch the deſtin'd victim from his hate, 
But that great God whoſe juſtice over-rules 
Th' impious will, and potent rage of fools, 
Suſpended for a while the tyrant's pow'r, 
And ſav'd the Virgin in her dreadful hour. 

Within the Roman camp a Youth was bred, 
In whom each manly virtue rear'd its head ; 
Twas at her Fane this Youth devoutly bow'd, 
Fraught with her precepts his chaſte boſom 
glow'd ; 

Firm, like the ſtedfaſt pole-ſtar, was his mind, 
Ever to warm philanthropy inclin'd : 
A ſoul inſpir'd by martial ardour brave, 
Yet taught by lenient mercy where to fave, 


His 
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His glorious worth oft fill'd the trump of Fame, 

A Chriſtian convert, Dip Mus his name. 

Long had his kindled boſom lov'd the Fair, 

And thought her virtues heav'n's peculiar care; 

But dar'd not own the flame within his breaſt, 

Or only ſighs, or looks, that flame expreſt. 

As this dire edict quickly reach'd his ear, 

He with a gallant ſoul, devoid of fear, 

Inſtant devis'd to ſet the Captive free, 

And blaſt th' inhuman Prefident's decree. 

But knowing that the King of kings directs 

All human wiſdom, and its aim inſpects | 

He firſt implor'd that God who knew his heart, 

In this dread hour his ſuccours to impart ; 

And fervent ſought his Heav'nly Father's aid, 

To give enlargement to th' impriſon'd Maid. 
O, Pow'r Omnipotent! with grace divine, 

On thy true fervant let thy mercy ſhine; - 

By ſome kind miracle exert thy pow'r, 

To ſave her honour in this threat'ning hour 

Inſtruct me, as thy meſſenger, to go 

And give deliv'rance from her deſtin'd woe. 


The ſun in Gibeon was forbid to move, 


The moon in Ajalon forgot to rove, 
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Till thoſe five kings, hi Iſrael ſought t' inſlave, 
Lay Death's proud victims in Makkedah's cave. 
Then let thy Joſhua's courage fire my mind, 
With pious Judith's facred art combin'd ; 

This cruel Pretor's edi to defeat, 

And with unſhaken faith his terrors meet, | 

The Hero's pray'rs ſoon wing'd their way to 
Heav'n, 8 

And to his wiſhes ſecret hope was given, 

That brare Septimius, a great Roman chief, 
Might to his bleeding boſom give relief. 

To him the lover flew, with grief oppreſt, 

And eager to his friend his ſuit addreſt. 

Canſt thou, Septimius, with low thoughted care, 

In fetters keep the virtuous and the Fair? 

Oft have I ſeen thy valour in the field, 
Seen ſtout opponents to thy prowels yield; 
Thy conduct there, ſhone like day sbrighteſtlamp, 
And ſtamp'd thy glory thro' the Roman camp. 

I knew full well the civic crown thy meed, 
Tho' poor return for each intrepid deed |! 

Know, great Commander, military pride \ 
Kept mea cloſe obſerver at thy fide; —_ 
And when I ſaw thee noble dangers run, 8 

J mark'd the glories of thy riſing ſun. 
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My warm ambition center'd in this end, 
'Twas more than victory to be thy friend. 

But time forbids to echo thy renown, | 
Or ſpeak the honours that thy temples crown; 
Another ſubje& aſks thy friendly ear, 

I at thy feet a ſupplicant appear; 

Thoſe deeds of native kindneſs to diſplay, 
Which in thy breaſt exert a kindly ſway. 

My cauſe is THEoDoORA's, now confin'd 

In a cloſe priſon, for vile acts deſign d. 

Then let me, on my knees, thy mercy crave, 
To ſpare her innocence, her virtue fave! 

The noble a& will claim angelic praiſe, 

And ſacred tranſports in thy boſom raiſe. 
Certain I am, Septimius would approve, 

Had he e'er known the object of my love. 
The dazzling beauties of the Spartan queen, 
Compar'd with TyuzopoRaA's, would be ſeen 
Like glow-worms, that conceal their feeble ray, 
When Phœbus drives the radiant car of day; 
Nay more, her mental excellence is ſuch, 
That choirs of angels could not praiſe too much: 
Her charms would cen the coldeſt boſom move, 
And turn diſdain to wonder and to love; 


: Would 
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Would ſtop a Drufd ! in his pious * 
Nor can philoſophy reſiſt their force. 

To this, the great Septimius thus reply'd : 
Virtue to aid has ever been my pride; | 
My heart's not adamant, nor form'd of ſteel, 
But, as a man, I human paſſions feel ; 

Thy love unknown, this charming Virgin's fame 
Has long ſince taught me to revere her name. 
Tho' Fame's a courtezan whom few believe, 


Yet here, I think, ſhe never can deceive ;- 


Whate'er's thy ſuit, I doubt not 'twill be juſt, 
And in that ſervice thou thy friend may'ſt truſt. 
Not kindeſt glances from the Emp'ror's eyes, 
Not all the pomp of former victories, 

Could to thy fellow ſoldier joy impart, 

Like the obſervance of thy worthy heart. 

In war, thy courage was ſo cool, yet great, 


It rais'd ſucceſs, it—dignify'd retreat. 


Whate'er's the power I've acquir'd by arms, 
Whate'er the honour in dire war's alarms, 
That pow'r, that honour, I'll to thee engage, 
Tell me but how it may thy grief aſſuage ; 


I'll tempt each deed of boldeſt enterprize, 
To give my DipyMvs his beauteous prize. 


When 


7 & 
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When the propitious Eagles we purſu'd, 

In Roman camps thy ſterling worth I view'd; 

View'd it with fix'd eſteem, and wonder too! 

Then let us now our plighted faith renew ; 

Treat me as thine ally, command my ſword ; 

A Roman friend — whoſe honour is his word. 
Excellent friend! brave DipyMvs rejoin'd, 


Tis in thy manly aid I hope to find 


Balm for thoſe bleeding ſorrows, which diffuſe 
Woe thro' my ſoul, and all her pow'rs confuſe! 
In ſuch a treaſure firmly I'll confide, | 
Nor longer from its aid my conflicts hide. 
Vainly my tongue attempts thy juſt applauſe, 
Nor dares to one leſs gallaat truſt my cauſe. 
Ere while I ſaid, TyuroDoOR A's now confin'd 


In a cloſe priſon, for vile acts defign'd,” | 


By impious pow'r. — I burſt with grief to ſay, 

Ah! doom'd to ſhame, the moſt inhuman prey! 

Here! here's the conflict which my - heart- will 
rend | | 


And, unreliev'd, muſt ſoon this being end; 
Unleſs wild phrenzy ſhould prolong my pain, 


Which much, I fear, will ſeize my burning 
brain, a 


If 
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12 THEODORA AUD DIDYMUS. 
If thou deny thy friendly aid t' i BJ 
Thoſe tort'ring griefs that in my boſom rage. 
The bright endowments which my fair one 
bleſs, 
No panegyric ſtrgin could e'er expreſs ; 
Truth, juſtice, reaſon, love, would plead her 
| cauſe, | . 4 
Whom ſeraphs view with wonder and applauſe. 
In her the Chriſtian graces all combine, 
And with refulgence in her boſom ſhine ; 
Great Antioch ne' er could boaſt ſo fair a Maid, 
In Wiſdom's pureſt robe ſo bright array'd. 

Thou know'ſt the office to thy guards aſſign d, 
Admits all thoſe to brutal acts inclin'd; 
E'en Hell's own offspring, with malignant joy, i 
This heav'n-born Maid have licenſe to deſtroy. 
Then let this dictate of my love have weight, #1 
And prove propitious to elude her fate, 

At thy command let me, her guardian, firſt 
Into the chamber of this Captive burſt: 
At my ſuppos'd return, ne'er let the eye 
Of quick diſcernment, Tyzopora ſpy; & 
This ſtratagem her honour will ſecure, 
And all its conſequences I'll endure. 

» 4 | If 
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* 
If in this pious fraud thy guards combine, 
I know ſac@fs will bleſs the bold deſign; 
And mongſt them freely I'll my wealth expend, 
| Nay more —will henceforth call each man my 
friend. 
To thee! Pactolian ſands can ne'er repay 
The debt immenſe thou on my ſoul wilt lay, 
By granting this requeſt.—The godlike deed 
Will infinitely all returns exceed ; 
But men and angels will their plaudits give, 
And in tlie rolls of Fame this act ſhall live. 
No adulation, cry'd the Roman chief, 
A friend ſhould fly to give a friend relief; 
Relax theſe o'er-ſtrain'd cords of painful praiſe, 
And from compoſure thou may'ſt'comfort raiſe. 
ect winged Time flies from us now apace, 
Ang ſoon will cancel our ſhort hour of grace 3 
I feel, as well as hear, the gath'rifly ſtorm, 
And to elude it will my ſoldiers form: 
Th' exigence demands immediate haſte, 
To which all foreign compliments are waſte, 
True, my religion is the Romans” boaſt, 
Long reverenc'd on this extenſive coaſt; 
Propitious deities I worſhip ſtill, 
And, by their aid, I conquer FoÞ at will: 


My 
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My anceſtors rever'd their ſacred laws, 

Their auſpices have crown'd each daubtful cauſe; 
Made us the monarchs of this lower globe, 
And conqueſt ſtill adorns our ſoldier's robe. 
Yet I ne 'er thought that perſecution” s force, 
Would ever ſtop the Chriſtian's rapid courſe; 
The lifted axe, the agogiving wheel, 

The iron crown,” and convid's bed of ſteel, 
May frighten and appal the daſtard ſoul, 

But never will the reſolute controul : | 

Their minds are taught to bear diſtreſs and pain, 
And threats, and tortures, they alike diſdain.” 
The num' rous vot'ries who our temples croud, 


Forc'd in by fright, ſhould ne'er make Pagans 


proud ; 
No glory from ſych victory we gain, 
As faint diſſemblers give, thro' dread of pain : gf 
Fe ewer, but more ſincere, I'd rather fee, * 
Than myriads who from perſecution flee, 
The ſelf- convicted are true proſelytes, 

Not thoſe who ſtain our ſhrines with horrid rites. 
Bright female honoug ev'ry clime reveresgjp 
And to dethrone it ev'ry juſt man fears ; * 

For ſuch a ſacrifice—revenge ſucceeds ; 


And for a T ygagt's crime, a Nation bleeds, 


We 


T 
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We daily ſee th' effects of fan zeal 

Lay empires waſte, but ne er their breaches heal. 
Thouſands of men, who fall in hoſtile war, 
Could never with that dread my boſom ſcare, 
As once, with ruthleſs ſoul, to wound the chaſte, 
And lay the virgin's ſacred honour waſte. 

Had I been preſent when the vile decree 

To execute, was ſent in charge to me, 

The black commiſſion I had ſure deny d, 

Nor ever with ſuch baſe commands comply'd. 

I'd rather change bright TyzopoR A's. doom, 

Than reign the Emp'ror of all-conqu'ring Rome; 

Nor will I he the impious Tool of State, 
Howe'er I may provoke my-Sov'reign's hate. 
So, ſhocking a commiſſion none can ſuit, | 

Above the ſtandard of a grov'ling brute. 

No acts of violence ſhould Romans ſtain, 

| Howe'er enthuſiaſts may our gods diſdain; 
And female honour ſhould as ſacred be 

As. the chaſte leaves of the Heſperian tree. 
III lead thee to my guards — diſmiſs thy fear, 
To thy requeſt they'll lend obedient ear; 

Since only beings like wild beaſts of prey, 
Could here the Pretor's black beheſts obey. 
„ PFraught 
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Fraught with the pleaſing hope Septimius gave, 

The Hero flew, the captive Maid to fave. 
That none might gueſs his pious mind's intent, 

He kept his helmet's vizor cloſely bent; 

And unſuſpected paſc'd the ſavage thyong, 

Who grudg'd his firſt acceſs to brutal Wrong, 

Admiſfion gain'd into the Priſon-room, 

In deprecating her impending doom 

He Tugopox a, found, ingulph d in grief, 

From which ſhe pray'd death might give quick 

relief, * 
Reſpectful diſtance her deliv rer kept, 

And, fix 'd like ſculptur'd ſtone, in ſilence wept. 

A foldier's aſpect petrify'd the Fair, 

And ſunk her to the ground in deep deſpair; 

A dying paleneſs chill'd her beauteous face, 

And ev'ry charm to ſilent woe gave place. 

As ſome ſweet flowers in Nature's garden bend, 

When mighty winds, and ruſhing ſtorms deſcend ; 

So, „When the fearful cygnet ſees on high, 

The ſtrong pounc'd eagle ſtooping from the ſky, 

Tremb'lingſhe cow rs beneath th'impendingfate ; 

So ſeem'd the captive—ſuch her dreadful ſtate 

The ſight of Dipymus, like gentle rills, 

he fair one's breaſt with ſweet ideas fills ; 


* 
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His words, diſtilling like the healing balm, 
Which only could her inward tumults calm, 

Start not, much injur'd Princeſs, look and ſee, 
If aught of terror thou canſt find from me; 
Hoyer compell'd to form a vile pretence, 
I came not here t' inſult thy innocence ; 
But to defend thy captive ſinking form 
From rude aſſaults, and ev'ry threat'ning ſtorm, 
Thou, Virgin, mirror of each grace divine, 
Where angel virtues. ſo conſpicuous ſhine, 
That God himſelf will thy protector be, 
And ſhield thy perſon from impurity ; ' 
Read in mine eyes the language of my heart, 
They ſtrongly urge thee inſtant to depart : 
One way is left now to ſecure thy flight, 
And keep thee in majeſtic honour bright; 
Nor ſhould thy delicacy ſhrink to take 
The only offer in my pow'r to make 
Exchange of habits ; — I intreat the ſound 
May not with needleſs fears thy boſom wound. 
Here leave me then, with Providence my guard, 
Tis thy compliance will be my reward. 

This gen'rous offer THEODOR A faid, 
Thus to defend a perſecuted Maid, 

3 C Diſplays 
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Diſplays the impulſe of a ſoul refin'd : 
+ But, oh! what words can ſpeak my 3 mind, 
Or paint thoſe feelings which it would debaſe, 
To leave my friend a pris'ner in my place; 
A victim to the torture of the laws, 
For hazarding his life in virtue's cauſe? _ 
I know leſs danger would enroll thy name. 
Amongſt the braveſt ſons'of Roman fame, 
Than thoſe thou would'ſt encounter for my ſake ; 
But in return, think not I e'er will make 
| My name a ſcorn In the black liſt accutſt ! 
1 Where, of all crimes, ingratitude's the worſt, 
. To be the willing agent of thy doom, 
Might haſten vengeance from imperial Rome; 
Where long th' atchievements of thy arm were 


known, 
Where long thy worth with brighteſt luſtre 

ſhone. 
| N 0 Thy life is highly precious to the ſtate, 
| N i f ; And ne'er for mine ſhould know an early date, 
148 | : No camp, nor ſenate ever will repine, 
i 5 Io loſe whole hecatombs of lives like mine. 
wh  * But fince thy ſoul from ſordid views is free, 
j4 One boon I aſk, —thus bending on my knee; 
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In mercy grant it—make me truly bleſt— 
O! ſheath thy ſword in this untainted breaſt; 
The circumſtance will juſtify the act, 
Mercy ſupreme ſhall expiate the fact; 
Nor will the Romans blame thy fatal ſpeed, 
But think reſiſtance caus'd the tragic deed. 
This only can avert the dire decree; 
And ſhield my petfon from impurity. 
Open thy jaws, cry'd He, relentleſs tomb ! 
And hide me earth in thy infatiate womb ! 
Ere I, who came thy ſafety warm to woo, 
Should in thy ſpotleſs blood my hands embrue; 
Dreadful requeſt! —the very ſanguine ſound, 
With horror muſt a Chriſtian's boſom wound ; 
And nought, O hapleſs Maid ! but deep deſpair, * 
Could prompt thee ſure to urge this frantic pray'r. 
What would'ſt thou make of DipyMus? a Cain? 
And with a murd'rer's mark his forehead ftain ? 
Primeval curſe ! driv'n from the face of earth, 
As one unfit mongſt men to claim his birth. 
O] could I now as many lives poſſeſs, 
As angel virtues thy fair boſom bleſs, _ 
All, all, I would without reluctance give, 
80 TngODORA might with honour live. 
O 2 Once 
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Once more, — on wings of ſwift impatience go, 
And ſcreen thyſelf from ſcenes of inſtant woe ! 
Inſtant depart, — leſt the impetuous croud, 
Prone to diſtreſs, and with their miſſion proud, 
Should dare obtrude to perpetrate thy doom, 
And make a b—th—I1 of thy priſon room. 
Dread not, bright Maid, to wear a ſoldier's veſt, 
But fave thyſelf by granting my requeſt ; 

This moment take it — wear it as thy ſhield, 
For to this garb the throng reſpect will yield. 
Th' Almighty calls! thy fafety will declare, 
That worth like thine is his peculiar care I 

Impending danger THEODORA ſway” d, 
In military veſt to be array d; 
O'er her arch'd brows the nodding plume was 
* wav'd, 

And on her breaſt-plate Victory engrav'd. 
Equipt for flight, with bluſhes like the morn, 
When firſt Aurora's rays the Eaſt adorn ; 

With looks of glowing: gratitude impreſt, | 

Po her deliv'rer pious thanks expreſt ; N 1 
Then from her priſon, with a cover'd face, | 


She haſten'd with a quick, yet tremb'ling pate. 
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of the Hero. 


The AR GUM E Nx. 


In the ſolemn hour of night TRHEODORA paſſes the Roman 


centinels without ſuſpicion, reaches the houſe A Irene, 
where the Chriſtians are convened in prayer for the deli- 
yerance of the captive Maid. Her unexpected appearance 
among them calls forth the grateful praiſes of the pious ſo- 
ciety to that Divine Being, who made Dipymuvs bis ag 
to reſtore her immaculate to her friends and the church. 

They put up fervent prayers for the ſafety and enlargement 
While THEoDoORA retires to exchange the 
burden of her military dreſs for a female habit, Irene takes 
the advantage of privacy, to urge to her friend the great ob- 
ligations ſhe owes to her deliverer; which Irene thinks of 
ſo ſuperlative a nature, that the reſcued Virgin could only 


* 


repay by the bequeſt of herſelf to the man who riſques his 


life for her ſake. THEODORA freely owns her gratitude to 
him, but gives cogent reaſons why ſhe cannot think of 
marriage at this time. 
court, who brings tidings that he left DiDymvs on his trial 
before the Roman Preſident. That he revoked the igno- 
minious part of the Heroine's ſentence, but declared ſhe 


ſhould inſtantly ſuffer a torturing death whenever he could 


get her into his power, if ſhe would not immediately pay 
profound homage to their deities, This information ex- 
Cited in the Heroine more joy than grief, for which ſhe gives 
the reaſon to Irene at her importunity ; declaring, againſt 
her friendly entreaties, that ſhe would go into court, and 
give up her life to ranſom the Hero's, whom the Judge 
condemned to live but one hour, on his refuſing to offer 
incenſe to idols, and adhering to the Chriſtian religion, 


A courier arrives from the Roman 
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Frrxouon watchful guards the F air-one 
þ went ſecure, 

And unſuſpected paſs'd the priſon door; 

Like Peter, burſting thoſe rough iron bands 


With which vile Herod manacled his hands ; 


Like Peter too, ſhe paſs'd each diff rent ward, 
Angels unſeen attending as her guard. 
For her, like Peter, were conven'd in pray'r, 
The zealqus Chriſtians, to preſerve the Fair, 
To good Irene's houſe theſe hourly went, 
Whence pious oriſons to Heay'n were. ſent, 
That none the Captive's honoug might deface ; 


And found acceptance at the Throne of Grace. 


Among theſe Chriſtians, fair Irene ſtood 
Serenely bright, and eminently good; | 
Their virgin breaſts, by ſacred friendſhip ty'd, 


Chance ne er could ſever, nor ſtern fate divide; 


. 


& » 


Win Hympathetic joy their hearts would glow, 


Or turn'd like anſw'ring uniſons in woe : 
So pure a flame deſcended from above, 


* 


Which made one ſoul two different bodies move. 
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By Heaven guided, in the hour of night, 
Th' imprifon'd Maid took her angelic flight, 
And to Irene flew, her grief to calm, 
And mutual taſte affection's healing balm. 
When lo! appear'd, in martial habit dreſt, * | 
A Youth, whoſe looks a tearful joy expreſt, L 
Irene thought him DivyMmus, whoſe love 
To TüxopokA ſhe was known t' approve. 1 
Ah! tis not that brave man, the Virgin ſaid, 
For in my robes he's now a captive laid 
In that vile priſon! whence he reſcu'd me, : 

At his life's hazard, from brutality. 
The reſcu'd Maid, whom ev'ry virtue grac 4 
With raptures exquiſite her friends embrac'd ; 
| Reſounding praiſe next thro' th' aſſembly ran, 
And fear, love, grief, united for the man 
Who, Heay'n-dirgfted, fav'd the captive Fair, 
While they his freedom ſought by fervent pray'r, 
The creſted helmet and the glitt'ring zone, 
In which the Roman ſoldiers nobly ſhone, 
Caus'd in the Heroine thoſe flutt'ring pains, 
True female deli icacy never feigns ; | 
Theſe to relieve, 'twas good Irene's defire UG 
Her friend t' — would then with her retire, 
"VV Ot | Where 
ite n . 
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Where ſhe her aid would inſtantly afford, 

And help t' unbrace the corſlet and the ſword, 

In the mind's eye,” behold her next array'd 

In robes well ſuited to a conqu'ring Maid. 

Her friend Irene thought the ſecret hour 

Fortune then put ſerenely in her pow'r, 

To repreſent the fervor of that flame, 

Which in the Hero ſhe could never blame, 6 

u to Irene he geveal d his love, &7 

© Ere demonſtration could its ardor prove ; 

And much ſhe wiſh'd Love's animating dart 
Had likewiſe reach'd bright TuzoDoR A's heart: 
"Hoping ip its receſſes ſhe might find 

Some healing balm to ſooth the Captive's mind; 

She pleaded virtue, piety, and truth, 

Which well were known to grace th' intrepid 

Youth, 
Ceaſe, dear Irene!—TnzopoRa cry'd, 

While orient bluſhes her fair viſage dy'd, 

Fate has deny'd me the bleſt pow'r to ſhow,. 

That gratitude to Dipy Mus I owe; , | 

This mighty debt! could e'en my life repay, 

I would not wiſh one moment to delay: 
Since all his actions, uniformly good, 

By none more clear than me are underſtood. 


Then 
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Then thus Irene :—To the Hero's deed, 
Does not the throb of grateful love ſucceed? 
It ſhall be ſo — ſince thy angelic mind, + 
To more than juſtice ſtrongly is inclin'd ; 
Mercy has long reign'd pow'rful regent there, 
Thy darling pride to pity and to ſpare, 
Long ſince ve learn'd that foreign princes come, 
From ev'ry province of imperial Rome, | 
Figpght with the bliſsful hopgg to win thy heart, .. 
Here they ſucceſſive play the lover's part; 
None yet have ſeem'd that noble fort to gain, 
And royal ſuitors ſupplicate in vain. 
Leſs radiant beauty hath a female led, 
Fo ſhare the honours of th Emperor's bed; 
But all her charms of perſon ne'er had weight, 
With my dear friend, in her moſt happy ſtate ; 
Interior worth ſhogs only in her eyes, 
Which made her Roman wreaths and crowns 
deſpiſe ; - 
This gives me hope ſhe will in time extend 
Her hand, to bleſs our brave deſerving friend ! 
Thy deep reflecting foul muſt be aſſur'd, 
"Twas matchleſs love that Divymvus lur d 
His life to riſk, t' enſure thy ſpotleſs fame, 
T ho' be ne'er told the ardour of his flame, 
Which 
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Which burns fo pure ! —let it thy boſom move, 
In gen'rous pity to reward with love, $ '- 
Superior to the lure of female pride, 

To this warm ſuit bright TuzoDoRE reply d: 
Can my Irene think this heart of mine 4 
Will er relinquiſh gratitude divine? 

Surely from Heav'n this\ardent. paſſion Jprung, 
Which oft has warm d any heart, helf mute my 

tongue, 
All Dipymus's virtues 0 confeſs, 
Nor e' er would wiſh to make their {| alan * 
Loch d in my brcaſt his image lies inurn'd 

And to reward him has my wiſhes turn 4. 

T knew the graces which his foul adorn, 

Long ere I felt what he for me has borne; 

All, all unite to influence my ſoul, 

And with compulſive ſway her pow'rs controul. 
Ah! could I now fly to th' illaſtrioug Vouth, 
And til] retain my purity and truth, * 

I'd ſcorn all fear to logſe his galling chain, 
And eaſe the pris'ner of his gen'rous pain! 
Celeſtial grace in him bears regal ſway, 

And chides each loit'ring moment of delay: : 

Alas ! what's life or liberty to me, 

Unleſs the noble DipyMus is free? 


* 


While 
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While in this world, whichimpious men deface, 
LikeMbah's dove, 1 find no reſting place ; 

It pains me much t' obſerve my friend inAin' d 
133 to inflate my mind. 

e not hear it. Ceaſe thy flatt'ring ſtrain, 
And turn thy thoughts to what I now ſuſtain; 
Hencefagth I crave thy ſtimulating aid, 

To arm, Hd not perplex, a grateful Maid. 

Thy blooming beautiegAntioch's youth may tell, 

In ſplengor far my feeble charms excel : 7 
t what the tincture of the red and white, 

2 thoſe dire woes that i in my ſoul unite? 

Ceaſe, dear Irene, ceaſe this idle theme, 

More idle far than forms the lover's dream 

Time will not ſtop his rapid courſe, ta pay 

One ſhort obeiſance to my mould'ring clay; 

E'en now he whets his ſcythe to lay me low, 

And to hig mandate chearfully I bow . 

Nor let thy gentle breaſt, Irene, mourn, 

If Fate ſoon wafts me to my peaceful urn. 
Marriage, when thought of in its beſt eſtate, 

Should not with fancy'd bliſs our hopes elate; 

Tis ſure a voyage ends but with our life, 

When we commence the awful name of wife 
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Nor will the ſplendor of the ſhip c'er fave 
Her giddy vot'rigg from a wat'ry grave. 
Could we our paſſage from rough ſtorms enſure, 
A train of latent ills we may endure, 
Which ne'er the ſpotleſs veſtal's lot attend, 
Who only proves in mana firmer friends 
Thrice bleſſed ſtate ! the pride of Chriſtjan ſouls, 
When perſecution its dire thunder rolls, 
And breaks o'er all our churches in a ſtorm 
That wears the blackeſt and moſt dreadfy] form! 
Scarce had ſhe faid, when from the Roman 
court 
A courier came, to bring a juſt report 
Of all the woes that DiDYMus befell 
Since firſt he enter d THEODORA“s cell. # 
With tremb'ling feet the Fair-ones ran to hear 
 Newgfrom the Hero, with impatient ear. 
Fix'dgglike a title page to ſome ſad hook, 
The courier ſtood — ſuch was his ſable look! 
His vapid eye and ſhaking head foretold 
An embaſly he wiſh' not to unfold. 
But urg'd, made known, ** That Dipymus he 
left 
At his tribunal, of all hope bereit ; 
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As the ſtern Judge would never mercy ſhow; 


Unleſs the pris'ner would to igols bow: 


This he refus'd, with ſuch intrepid voice, 


As made death ſeem the object of his choice. 


With Turopok A“s flight he next ſtood charg' d, 


As by his means the captive was enlarg'd. 
But whereſoe er the fugitive: could rove, 
Her to regain, the Judge all earth would move; 
And if his pow'r o'ergþer he could reſume, _ 
He then declard that he'd avert the doom 4 
is. ſentence paſt, and cancel that decree 
Which doom'd the Maid & brutal infamy 
But if inflexible in Chriſtian pride, 
Their deities the Virgin ſtill defy'd, 4 
Myſterious tortures thro' each throbbing vein 
The Fair ſhould feel, for inſult and diſdain ; 
Her life the ingrate ſhould reſign this waſh 
Which might the anger of their godskHllay.“ 
This tragic information wanted weight 
To make the Heroine elgde her fate; 
She heard her part announc'd with joy ſerene, 
Internal joy o'er her ſweet face was ſeen. 
This caus'd a wonder in Irene's mind, 
The latent {oprce of this new joy to find ; 


That 
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That inſtantaneouſly appear'd to riſe, 

Chaſing the tears from Tn RODORA“s eyes. * 
Irene aſk'd what could illume her mien, 

Ere while in clouds of gloomy ſorrow ſeen ? 

Thus THzopoRA :—To allay thy grief, 
I'll tell the ſpring whence mine has gain d relief; 
The ſun of Heav'n has caſt a cheering ray, 

In ev'ry threat'ning, ev'ry doubtful way: 
When ignominious ſhame hung o'er my head, 
And horrid ſnares around my feet were ſpread, 
"God heard my pray'r in that abyſs of woe, 
And in my priſon made his mercy flow. 

"Tis now, Irene, 1 begin to live, 

With hope indulgent Providence will give 
Back to the world this glorious Son of wor 
Who with unſhaken fortitude ſtood forth 
As my deliv'rer — in that threat'ning hour, 
When nought elſe could arreſt the Pretor's pow'r. 
Then to the court I'll haſte to plead his cauſe, 
And yield myſelf a victim to its laws; | 
Since een the Judge himſelf has ſet me free, 
From the dire dread of pers'nal infamy. 

Ye meek ey'd ſaints, nowclad in virgin white, 
To your bleſt realms direct my arduous flight 

| Surely 
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Surely on earth each trial was your own, 
© Which led you ſpotleſs to a Saviour's throne. 
Let nought unworthy of my ſex, or age, 
In this important hour my thoughts engage ; 
Tis gratitude, not paſſion, ſways my breaſt, 
That bids me fly to reſcue the oppreſs d: 
Since no foul ſhame defiles my virgin fame, 
Gladly this form fhall feed the circling flame. 
Dungeons and racks to me ſhall pleaſure give, 
If on theſe terms the godlike Youth may live. 
F earing his death, ten thouſand pangs I feel, 
More poignant far than the devouring ſteel. 
Illuſtrious heir of an immortal crown! 
Thy life to ranſom, mine F'll glad lay down. 
re cry'd — Stay, THEODOR A, ſtay! 
or let wild paſſion o er thy reaſon ſway ; 
Thy zeal is now by tow'ring phrenzy fir'd, 
Not by thy gratitude nor God inſpir d. 
Our lives are truſts we dare not throw away, 
 Whate'er enthuſiaſtic heroes ſay ; 
Duty forbids. —Ere-while you warmly paid 
Your thanks to God for his protecting aid ; 
Tho' now into the circling flames you'll fly, 
And Death in all its horrid forms defy ! 


But 
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But learn, who ſeeks uncall'd Death's cold domain, 
Will ne'er the character of Chriſtians gain. * 
On Antioch's glory wilt thou ſhut thy eyes ? 
There thy example we devoutly prize! 

Stay here, my friend, in this divine employ ; 

Give bliſs on earth — then bring to angels joy; 

Where fiſter ſeraphs, from their radiant ſeat, 

In extaſy thy glorious train may meet. 

Brave DipyMus, I'm ſure, will ne'er agree 

Thy life for his ſhall e' er a ranſom be. 

Thy plea would argue fondeſs for his ſex, 

And ſuch a champion his great ſoul would vex. 

Nor knows th' invet'rate Pretor how to ſpare ; 

Your forfeit lives an equal pain will ſhare. 
Love for my better part, the Heroine laid, 

Is in this timid ſuit but ill diſplay'd; 

And were thou call'd to ſuch a bliſsful end, 

Nature might ſigh to loſe ſo dear a friend! 

Yet I'd not ftrive t' arreſt thy early flight, 
But ſing thy requiem to the realms of light. 
Here let my thanks, but not acceptance ſhow, 
What I to friendſhip, I to duty owe. 
My love, excelling woman's, ſoars on high; 
Adieu, Irene! — Now to him I'll fly. 

* D And 
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And, thus reſolv'd, ſhe ſtole a private way, 
In court to meet the terrors of that day. 
Soon as the Judge knew THEODOR a fled, 
And Dipymus his Pris'ner in her ſtead, 
He cited to the bar th' intrepid Youth, 
There to arraign his loyalty and truth. 
Behold him then, in proper habit dreſs'd, 
Submiſſive to the ſtern tribunal preſs'd ; 
Under a guard, malignant, proud, and rude, 
Who cruel tauntings on his ears obtrude. 
In court, arraign'd of crimes of threefold dye, 
And thus began the cauſe of tyranny. 
Dipymus, — Roman worſhip, we are told, 
You've long renounc'd, and Chriſtian tenets hold; 
Deſpiſe your country's gods, and at their ſhrine 
Sternly refuſe to pay them rites divine: 
A renegado to our laws you ſeem, 
And with diſloyalty your actions teem. 
Next, TyropoRA's reſcue you've procur'd, 
And by illicit means her flight ſecur'd. 
To this, with manly grace, the Pris'ner ſaid: 1. 
Two charges truly are againſt me laid. 
That I'm a Chriſtian, ne er will I diſown, 
And my late conduct hath its duties ſhown ; 
The 


LOSE. 
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The ſacred tenets JE I've embrac'd, 
Nor perſecution hath its force eras'd ; 
I ſtill preſume to hope that grace divine 
Will make its precepts in my actions ſhine ; 
Howe'er her vot'ries are in woes involv'd, 
Ne'er to renounce it, firmly I'm reſolv'd. 

To reſcue THEODORA is my pride, 
Nor with I from the world theſe facts to hide : 
I glory in th' imputed crimes, tho' bound, 
And with dire malice tho' beſet around. 
My late engagement in bright Virtue's cauſe, 
Is a perennial ſpring of ſelf-applauſe, 
Which I'd not barter for th' imperial crown, 
Tho' grac'd with dazzling conqueſt and renown: 


The Pris'ner ceas'd — And the ſtern Judge 


reply'd: 

Thy ſect abound in arrogance and pride ; 
Some airy viſions dance around your brain, 
Which for Religion, fondly you'd maintain, 
Proceeding thus — Our deities you ſcorn, 
And from their fanes are by rebellion torn. 
But ſince you Chriſtians are in grief ſedate, 
And ſtrangely with your future hopes elate ; 
Among thoſe num'rous virtues you reſound, 
Whoſe vain parade is in your actions found, 

| D 2 | Say , 
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Say, do not juſtice and obedience ſtand, 
Injoin'd as duties by divine command ? 
Theſe you profeſs — but yet, by deeds diſclaim, 
To prove thy guilt, I'll here one inſtance name, 
A recent inſtance — THEODOR A's caſe — 
That fraud thy boaſted juſtice ſhall deface. 
To reſcue ſuch a Pris'ner from our hands, 
And, in contempt of juſtice, looſe her bands, 
Is a defiance of the Roman laws, 
Nor canſt thou dare defend ſo black a cauſe. 
To which, the noble Pris'ner, in defence, 
With graceful courage, prov'd his innocence : 
Great Sir !—all Rome's juſt laws I venerate, 
And bow with due ſubmiſſion to your ſtate. 
Charg'd as I ſtand with black attrocious fraud, 
Your laws would formerly this act applaud. 
In reſcuing TuRODORA from the ſtews, 
I ſhed no blood, nor cheriſh'd ſanguine views ; 
For this fair deed no threats nor dangers ſpread, 
But thoſe encircled round your Pris'ner's head. 
Such is my crime, to prove, in her defence, 
The pitying friend of i injur di innocence ; 
Condemn'd to ſavage treatment, from.a crew 
Whom neither honour x nor compaſſion. knew. 


If 
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If to oppoſe a herd who rapine own, 

Ts to ſhake Juſtice from her awful throne, 
am miſtaken in her pure decrees, 

Nor e'er will my defence her wrath appeaſe. 

A fate much worſe than death the Virgin fear'd, 
Elſe to avert her doom I'd ne'er appear d; 
Tho' to preſerve her from untimely death, 
Gladly for her I'd now refign my breath: 

Yet where fair juſtice has proclaim'd her laws, 
Ne'er ſhall this hand diſown her facred cauſe. 

To whom the Judge, fiercely in anger, faid : 

I've heard thy paſſion for this rebel Maid; | 
Adherence to her ſect, and beauteous face, 
Were motives, traitor, to this foul diſgrace ; 
This makes thee dare avow th' audacious deed, 
And boaſt from priſon that the Captive's freed. 
Soon ſhall thy ſoul be ſeiz d with conſcious dread, 
And vengeance fall on thy devoted head. 
Calmly the Hero to this charge rejoin'd, 
(Of mercy hopeleſs, and to fate refign'd :) 

I know not whyſtis charg'd a crime on me, 
That I bright TyzopoRA's charms could ſee, 
The cauſe of Virtue, not her beauty's meed, 


Was here my impulſe to this manly deed. 
1 D 3 From 
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From brutal outrage if I ſought to guard, 
I only wiſh'd a ſmile for my reward, 

From that chaſte Maid, all virtuous men eſteem, 
And to defend, moſt would their glory deem. 
When hapleſs women, by the fate of war, 

Were led t' adorn th' inſulting victor's car, 
Compaſſion taught me ſtill with tender care, 
From prowling wolves to fave the virt'ous fair ; 
Tho! no exterior charms thoſe fair poſſeſs'd, 
Yet, when they were by inward virtue bleſs'd, 
I ſtrove to guard it — like the Perſian king, 
Who to repentance could Araſpes bring, 

For trying to ſeduce the Suſian queen, 
Whoſe captive beauty Cyrus ne'er had ſeen, 
Firmly reſolv'd in youth to gain renown, 
And fix new laurels on a victor's crown, 

He conquer'd firſt himſelf with potent ſway, 
And then made others his commands obey ; 
E'en.proud-Araſpes, when Panthea's charms 
Had in his glowing breaſt wrought dire alarms, 
Cyrus exil'd, his glory to reſtore, 

And mourn his folly on a diſtant ſhore, _. 
Such continence the noble Scipio grac'd, 


And was mongſt Alexander's virtues plac'd ; 
| Theſo 
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Thoſe gallant heroes wanton pow'r ſuppreſs'd, 

And ſtamp'd their fame by aiding the diſtreſs'd. 
Do not, dread Sir, theſe ſons of honour ſhow 

What ſuccour we to female virtue owe? 

Where ſhall the fair from inſult ſeek defence, 

If to protect them judges deem offence ? 

Jewiſh and Roman ſenates here agree, 

Women may {till defend their chaſtity ; 

No pow'r nor greatneſs e'er deny'd their right, 

To keep their ſex's faireſt jewel bright. 

Was not a Tarquin baniſh'd from the ſtate, _ 

For chaſte Lucretia's wrongs, for her untimely 

fate ? | | 

Her graſped dagger riſes to my view, 

And I, with Brutus, could the fiend purſue; | 

And call avenging Juſtice to my aid, 

To conſecrate the noble victim's, ſhade ! 

Rome long deem'd Brutus as her demi-god, 

For ſcourging tyrants with an awful rod ; 

And if this Roman matron's.ſhrine you deem 

Worth the fair meed of honour and eſteem, 

Say, where is THEoDORA's dire offence, 

By virtuous art to ward her innocence ? 

Twas honour's impulſe firm Virginius led, 


Ann blooming life, his daughter's blood to ſhed !. 
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To fave her from fell Appius' lawleſs pow'r, 


And keep immaculate her virgin dow'r : 
The Roman triumph'd o'er the father's part, 


When he transfix d the dagger in her heart. 
Statues you erſt to Hannibal could raiſe, 


Whoſe valour claims the lib'ral meed of praiſe, 


T ho' a defeated foe: —'Tis Rome $ renown, 
Ne'er to wreath inſult in the victor's crown, 
Theſe grateful honours to the famous dead, 


till blooming odours round your temples ſpread! | 


hich give your empire an unrival'd ſway, 


Whilſt trembling nations your commands obey, 


But ne'er did Roman legiſlator make, 
A female martyr to the wheel or ſtake, 


For ſtriving, in the bloom of life, to ſave 


Her virgin honour from a brutal grave! 

Then let not TyuzopoRA's chaſte intent 

Be the firſt mark for rigid puniſhment ; 

Since Nature's dictates ne er werechang'd by time, 

And Virtue claims her right thro' ev'ry elime. 

Theſe arguments, in favour of the Fair, 

Th' exaſperated Judge could hardly bear ; 

Whilſt horrid-frowns his cruel anger prov d, 

Againſt thoſe plaudits which the Pris'ner mov'd, 
och e Boold © 15 id 14 15110000 
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Thus he, with high ton'd voice, and malice keen, 
Charg'd the Defendant with great crimes unſeen. 
I ncer ſhall wonder ſtubborn men, who ſtand 
Supreme in error mongſt a rebel band, | 
Should impiouſſy pretend their boſoms burn 
To copy Scipio, when 'twill ſerve their turn; 
But all your obſtinacy, veil'd in pride 2 
Of Chriſtian virtues, has no pow'r to hide 
From a diſcerner's penetrating eyes, | 
That ſecret guilt which in your boſom lies. 
Your courage you pervert in vile employ, 
Striving our facred worſhip to deſtroy, i 
You are rebellious to the civil ſtate, -:- - 
And mongſt all ranks foment a growing hate. 
To theſe impeachments, Dipymus reply'd:- 
I never yet your laws, nor ſtate defy'd. 
The ſtrength of Chriſtianity T weigh'd, 
Ere I was haply to this court convey d. 
In ſuff ring for its ſake I ſhall rejoice, 
And to defend it will exert my voice, 
As to th' imputed errors of our ſect, 
They ne'er the world with any vice infect; 
Still loyalty to th' Emp'ror we profels, 
And his Ahh RY and ſtatutes bleſs; 
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We only wiſh from him the liberty 
To ſerve our God, from perſecution free. 
Our courage has your enemies o'ercome, 
And brought new glories to imperial Rome; 
It oft has ſpread your conqueſts thro' the world, 
And its opponents in confuſion hurl'd. 
Yet thoſe excruciating pangs we ſhare, 
From thoſe we ſerv d, we ſtill with patience bear; 
And could our breaſts before you naked prove, 
How tranquil in our woes we paſſive move, 
It might convince, that in a Chriſtian's ſoul 
No wild ſeditious paſſions ever roll. 

We ſeek the welfare of all human kind, 
And. to promote it, all our hands we bind ; 
So powerful operates our Chriſtian zeal, 
Inteſtine quarrels tis our pride to heal 
Choleric natures it will make as mild 
As gentle lamb, or ſmiling infant child. 
We're proud to ſerve a God, whoſe ſearching eye 
Will all our actions and their ſprings deſcry ; 
Tis He alone whom we profeſs to ſerve, 
Yet from the Emp'rors juſt commands ne'er 

N ! 

To theſe a ſtrict obedience we maintain, 
And, where we can't obey, we ne'er complain. 
| When 
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When non honours, at Ambition's call, 
' Preſent their lure, we can renounce them all, 
If found repugnant to our Maſter's will, 
Whole precepts tis our glory to fulfl; _ 
Like Felix trembling at St, Paul's #5 LR 
So richly fraught with Chriſtian eloquence, * 
This Pagan Judge, with, Anger crimſon” d bs 
Reſolv'd from DivyMm us to hear no more; 
Obſerving that the accents of his tongue, 1 
Like liquid manna on the audience hung; 3 455 
Nor ſuffer d conſcience his proud heart t' invade, 
But to the Pris' ner, in dire anger, faid : 1 
I m not a prieſt, know thou audacious Forth, 
But fit to judge thy layalty and truth; |, » 
Redundant words 'tis now high time to har! 
Which from thy lips like leaves i in Autumn wr 
And learn, thy vain, thy inſolent retort, 
Gains thee no credence with the liſt' ning court. 
Bus'neſs of higher import brought us here, 
Too long detain'd by lending thee our ear. 
Know, one hour only is the utmoſt ſpace, 
E'en in this world to ſhow thy dauntleſs face ; 
"Unleſs, within the limits of that time, 
Thou wilt repent thee of thy triple crime, 
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And offer to our gods thy ſacrifice, 
With contrite heart, bent knees, and weeping 
eyes. 
Tha Pris'ner heard his Gove, with mien com- 
an 
Which nought of terror, or of fear diſclos'd . 
And quickly anſwer d, the dire ſentence paſt, 
With firm reſolve, i in words he thought his laſt. 
I'm here preſented with a two edg'd ſword, 
Which can but one alternative afford. 
- Obedience only to one God I vow, 
And ne'er in homage to your ſhrines will bow; 
Conſcience forbids thoſe ſolemn rites divine, 
I &er ſhould pay to any human ſhrine. 
e You're not a prieſt,” but know, I've one above, 
Who will receive me to his arms of love; 
And ſit as Judge too, in thoſe realms of light 
Where now my ſoul is on her heav'nly flight! F 
And, though you will not here my crimes remit, 


May God's free grace my human judge acquit. 
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CANTO III. 


” 


THEODORA and DIDYMUS. 


The ARGUMENT. 


THrzopor a preſents herſelf in court to the Roman Preſident ; 


pleads for the life of Dipymwvs, his proweſs and ſervice to 
the ſtate ; that his only crime lay in reſcuing her from pri- 
ſon, therefore, in equity, her hoſtage ſhould be free when the 
principal came to pay the debt of her life. Warm, gene- 
rous contentions enſued between the Priſoners, each pre- 
fering to die to preſerve the life of the other. The Judge 
puts a fiat to their debate, condemning both. To appeaſe 
the Toud murmurs of the court againſt the ſentence, the 
Priſoners are allowed an hour of private converſe before ſuf- 
fering. Dipymus dreads the approach of death on THE- 
oDORA's account only; declares his tender paſſion for her, 
hoping they ſhall be known to each other in the world of 
ſpirits. She comforts the drooping Hero, ſetting before 


him the advantages of early death, and joys of immortality. 
A chieftain urges Dipyuus to ſave his life by renouncing 


the Chriſtian religion ; the Hero repulſes his Pagan argu- 
ments with divine ardor, expatiating on the merits of our 
Saviour's death. The chieftain, finding the Soldier de- 
termined to follow his great Captain, preſumes to hope 
that the partner of his diſtreſs would not be ſo deaf to en- 
treaties, to preſerve her life. DiDymMvus abſolutely refuſes 
to importune the fair Saint, at the chieftain's requeſt. The 
Judge, informed of the inflexibility of the Priſoners, orders 
them to inſtant execution. Dipymus takes his laſt fare- 
well of TyEoboRa; gives his dying exhortation to the 
ſpectators as a Chriſtian Soldier. His corſe is brought to 
the Heroine ; her reflections on it; admonitions to perſe- 
vere in Chriſtian duties addreſſed to the public; ſhe ſolicits 
her executioners to do their office without delay, that ſhe 


might enter on a martyr's glory. Concluſire reflections 


on the fate of theſe bleſſed Martyrs. 


ae 


THEODOR A and DIDYMUS. 


C ANT O III. 


M EAN-WHILE, Fr pure heroic impulſe led, 

Bright TuRODORA to the. court was fled; 

There to its rigid laws herſelf to yield, 

Protected by her virtue's ſev'n- fold ſhield. 

Th' admiring numbers pay deſerv'd reſpect, 

And to the bar her tremb'ling ſteps direct. 

Her graceful ſtature dignity reveal'd, g 

Tho' many a bluſhing beauty lay conceal'd. 

In reverence to the Judge, unveil'd ſhe ſtands, , 

Imploring juſtice from his iron hands | 

Thus ſhe addreſt him : — To this court I come, 

To meet, with Chriſtian fortitude, my doom; 

The circumſtance uncommon may appear, 

Uncommon is the cauſe which brings me here. 
When to yon horrid priſon I was led, 

And ſhame, by you directed, round me ſpread, 

Innate ſuggeſtions prompted me to fave 

My ſpotleſs honour from its deſtin'd grave; 

Mercy 
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Mercy it was that ſentence to revoke : 
With piercing look, ſerene the Virgin ſpoke. 
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That dire award, fince you've deign'd to recall, 
On me, on me, let all your VENgeance fall! 
Your Pris'ner is my hoſtage ; — I am here 
Ari offer'd martyr come, his cauſe to clear. 
True, that brave Hero to my priſon came, 
Ang reſcu'd me— from what — I cannot name! 
All his offence lies i in that ſingle deed, 
Then let my pleading. for his life ſucceed. 
Soft mercy | darling attribute of Heav'n! 
Might here, with; uſtice, by great Rome be giv'n; 
As well ſhe knows your noble Pris'ner's deeds, 
The ſwelling clarion of Fame exceeds, 

He's long been foremoſt on the embattled plains, 
And early was inur'd to martial pains; 

The proweſs of his arm has oft' times brought 
Vict'ry to Rome; and long her battles fought: 
On her proud foes he caſt an humbling glance, 
And in their breaſts huri'd quick the miſſiye lance, 
Mercy to him will be with glory crown'd, 


And neighb'ring kingdoms may its praiſe reſound; 
Since loyal gratitude will fire his breaſt, 

To aid Jour ſtate when by her foes diſtreſt. 
Then 
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Then looking on brave DipyMus, ſhe ſaid, 
The pond'rous weight of debts you've on me laid, 
No other means is left me to repay, 
Than thus to yield myſelf to Death a prey. 
All other means, all retribution's faint, 
Nor words can e er thoſe obligations paint, 
Which thee I owe. My life is ten times due, 
The Roman Hero, and the Chriſtians too ! 
When laſt you ſaw me from vile outrage run, 
"Twas infamy alone I wiſh'd to ſhun; 
Then think not, gen'rous Youth, 'twas my deſign 
My life to ſave, at the expence of thine; 
Such baſe ingratitude would Romans wound, 
And Freedom's ſons muſt ſhudder at the ſound 
Theſe valiant heroes, at their Sov'reign's will, 
Are prompt each rank of public life to fill; 
And go, obedient to ſupreme commands, 
Thro' frozen zones, deep ſeas, and parched lands: 
While our weak ſex, in humbler ſphere confin'd, 
Ne'er face the ruſhing waves, nor raging wind, 
Celebrity, I know, belongs to thee, | 
So does the Martyr's crown in right to me; 
Thou canſt not to this gem make juſt pretence, 
Nor wreſt it from me by thy eloquence, 

ä Aw'd 
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Aw'd by the noble Maid, thus firm and loud, 
Aſtoniſhment here ſeiz'd the liſt'ning croud. 
Then, interrupting, DipyMus reply'd, 
Great TyzopoRAa !—of thy ſex the pride 
Here thy angelic gratitude is vain, 
And only ſerves but to augment my pain. 
Would'ft thou the miniſter of fate direct ? 
Or, with a partial eye, his laws inſpe& ? 
Surely the ſapient Judge will never chooſe 
Rome ſhould, for me, thy bright example loſe ; 
Reaſon forbids that Rome's great Magiſtrate 
Will e&'er, for Virtue's ſake, a female hate; | 
A female too, whoſe gen'rous pleas muſt ſhow, 
What heav'nly virtues in her boſom glow ! 
But cannot, to this ſolemn audience, clear 
Th' imputed guilt I ſtand impeach'd for here. 
Thy interceſſions, I intreat, give o'er, 
I muſt reject them, noble TyzopoRs ! 
I've but one hope tis thou may ſt long poſſeſs, 
In future life, unclouded happineſs ! | 
Ah! ſeek not to prolong my life's ſhort date, 
And then with joy I'll meet my deſtin'd fate: 
Grant this, bright mirror of all excellence, 
If aught from me deſerves thy recompence. 
This 


A 
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This gen'rous conteſt 'twixt the Pleader's, gain'd 
The Pretor's ear, and long his voice reſtrain'd. 
At length his ſpeech let the contenders know, 
The right of judging he ſhould quickly ſhow ; 
T' abſolve, or to condemn, — was his alone, 
Nor ſhould they his authority dethrone. 

Here paus'd the Judge—his eyes emitting fire, 
Yet wanted words to vent his haughty ire. 

Surely our words, our acts, were ne'er inclin'd 
T' invert juſt pow'r; brave Dip us rejoin'd. 
I never meant to ſlight authority, 

But only plead for right of equity ; 

That future times may ne'er great Rome upbraid, 
For immolating this angelic Maid! 

Ah! heed not, heed not, Tuzopor A's pleas, 
But let my blood your angry laws appeaſe. 
See here my boſom bare — with bleeding woe! 
Then ſtrike! in mercy ſtrike! I court the blow ; 
For it I'll bleſs you with my lateſt breath, 
Encircled by the welcome arms of death, 

Forbear, cry'd TnRODORA, noble Youth! 
Thy pleas can only paint unblemiſh'd truth ; 
But never ſhall th' effuſions of thy ſoul, 
The ſteady purpoſes of mine controul; - 
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Ah l turn from me thy ſoul's deep piercing eye! 


Nor to my reſolution make reply. 
Once more our awful Judge I'll ſupplicate, 


That Rome on me may wreak her vengeful hate; 


I own myſelf obnoxious to her laws, 

For perſevering in the Chriſtian cauſe, 
Burſting with ire, the Prefident aroſe, 

His gen'rous Pris'ners warm debate to cloſe ; 

Telling them, they'd too long obtain'd his ear, 


He their wild conteſt would no longer hear ; 


But would be umpire in their fond debate, 
And each, from him, ſhould have their wiſh'd 
for fate, ' 
Then turning firſt to THEODOR, faid : 
Know thou deluded, moſt obdurate Maid ! 
Thy courage and thy conſtancy I'll try; 


For breaking priſon thou ſhalt ſurely die. 


Death, rebel Soldier, is alike thy doom, 
For counter- acting the decree of Rome. | 
Beyond this guilt, your greateſt crime lies here, 


You neither do our ſtate, nor gods revere. 


Then go, yeChriftians, mourn your mutual doom! 
Your fate's deſery'd — as enemies to Rome. 
Bind them, ye officers, and take them hence, 


Not one word more I'll hear in their defence; 


But 
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But as our gods they honour, or deſpiſe, 
Fall they their ſuppliants, or their ſacrifice. 

Reſponſive ſighs re-echo'd thro' the croud, 
And the whole audience were in murmurs loud; 
Their low'ring aſpects diſcontent reveal'd, 
Which, from the Judge himſelf, were not "5 

ma. 

Theſe to ſuppreſs, he artful told 2 . 
Some to the Pris' ners might with ſpeed reſort, 
And ſtrive to move them, e're it was too late, 5 
By recantation to revoke their fate; 
Perhaps their gods would ſhow them pity too, 
If at the laſt they would for pardon ſue. 

This hour of reſpite to the Pris'ners gave 
That bleſſing, blended hearts muſt ardent crave, 
A private converſe, ere they wing'd their way, 
T” explore the glories of celeſtial day. — 

Th' attending guards now led them to a room, 
Where round the walls was ſpread terrific gloom ! 
There, for a while, ſuccumb'd by grief they lay, 
The ſpeechleſs victims of tyrannic ſway ; 
Surpatſing grief ſpoke only by their eyes, 

And an alternate guſt of piercing ſighs ! 
At laſt, the ſolemn filence thus was broke; 
And to the Maid the drooping Hero ſpoke. 


E 3 Angelic 
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$4 


Angelic Turo 4 !—none till now = 
At ruthleſs Death e'er ſaw the terror ſhow, 
T've ſeen the tyrant, with deſpotic ſway, 
1 Made kings and princes his commands obey z 
| Not all his victims in the hoſtile camp, 
1 Could e er, with timid dread, my ſpirits damp z 
| Tho' I trod o'er unnumber'd heaps of ſlain, 
| His ghaſtly trophies, on th' enſanguin'd plain! * 
Where I have ſeen his winged mandate fly, 
| Yet there I could his barbed ſhafts defy. 
18 Tis now I ſee his ſtrides —now feel his ſting; 
"Tis now his tenfold horrors round me cling ; 
| Tis now his arrows, Pierce my trembling heart, 
1 Andev'ry nerve receives a pointed dart. 
But 'tis not for myſelf | I feel theſe pangs! 
Ah! no! tis Tuzopor A's fate that hangs 
So heavy o er my quiv'ring, parting ſoul! 
No charms in reaſon can its force — 3 
WhenT reflect the World muſt loſe that Fai air, 
Whoſe life to fave I'd weary Heav'n with pray'r; 
Elſe I'd as bold to diffolution go, Pf 
As valiant gen'rals march to meet a foe... 
O! cruel DryyMus l the Heroine cry d, 
I'm 1 in my death ny, gratify d: 
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Do not oppreſs me with thy tender woe, 
More poignant far than Death's tremend'ous blow! 
Viſions of joy riſe in my raptur'd ſoul, 
Which keep all human paſſions in controul, 
Thro' God's afliſtance, grief for thee may ceaſe, 
And tune my ſoul to ſacred joy and peace. 
I'll now forget it was my hapleſs fate, 
That firſt involy'd thee in Rome's vengeful hate: 
Of martyrdom this is the hardeſt part, 
Here only it aſſails my bleeding heart 
Elſe- where it's bleſſings in diſguiſe are ſent, 
And many direful fins and woes prevent. 
Preſſing temptations in this world we find, 
To wound our virtues ſtrongly are combin'd ; 
And where's the Chriſtian who can boldly ſay, 
To its allurements I ne'er fell a prey ? 
That from thoſe ſubtil ſnares I'm early free, 
Is more my glory than calamity. 
Trials, well borne, are like the driving ſurge, 
From mud and ſand it will our ſenſes purge; 
This paſt, thoſe lead us to that bleſt abode, 
Where martyr'd armies fall t' adore their God. 
Let it ſuppreſs thy tears and burſtihg groan, 
I'm now ſent courier to my Father's throne : 

E 4 Fear 
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Fear not, the iron gate of death once paſt, 
Kingdoms and crowns, that will for ever laſt, 


Will then be ours; — pure bliſs without alloy, 
Ne'er fading pleaſure, and tranſcendent joy.* 
| The 


»Miſs More, in her Sacred Drama, has ſimilar, though 
much ſuperior, thoughts on this occaſion. 
And what is death, my friend, that I ſhould fear it? 
To die! why 'tis to triumph; tis to join 
The great aſſembly of the good and juſt ! 
Immortal worthies, heroes, prophets, ſaints ! 
Oh! 'tis to join the band of holy men, 
Made perfect by their ſuff rings. *Tis to meet 
My great progenitors !, tis to behold 
Th' ilſuftrious Patriarchs, they with whom the Lord 
Deign'd hold familiar converſe! Tis to ſee | 
Bleſſed Noah and his children, once a world! 
*Tis to behold (Oh! rapture to conceive!) 
Thoſe we have known, and lov'd, and loſt below! 
Bold Azariah, and the band of brothers 
Who ſought, in bloom of youth, the ſcorching fames! 
Nor is it to behold heroic men = 
Alone, who fought the fight of Faith on earth, g 
But heav'nly conquerors, angelic hoſts ! 
Michael and his bright legions, who ſubdued _ 
The foes of truth ! — To join their bleſt employ 
Of love and praife ! To the high melodies 
Of choirs celeſtial to attune my voice, 
Accordant to the golden harps of ſaints ! 
To join in bleſs'd Hoſanna's to their King! 
W hoſe face to ſee, whoſe glory to behold, 
Alone were Heav'n, tho' ſaint or ſeraph none 
There were beſide, and only HE were there! 
This is to die! Who would not die for this? 
Who would not die, that he might live for ever ? 


Vide DANIEL, p. 233. 
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The ſpotleſs Lamb of God, in manhood's prime, 
'Twixt malefactors dy d, without a crime. 
Twas on the croſs our great Redeemer hung; 
There with the bittereſt taunts his ears wereſtung, 
While on th' accurſed tree his limbs were nail'd, 
And poignant ſpear his ſacred fide afſail'd! _ 
From furrow'd wounds, the crimſon ſluices flow, 
Yeilding a fight of complicated woe ! 
Yet all theſe woes he calmly underwent, 
And his laſt breath was for his murd'rers ſpent. 
Vials of wrath were o'er his body pour'd, 
His ſweat was blood !—his moiſture was devour'd! 
Think, andre-think—what caus'd him to expire 
Beneath the dread of great Jehovah's ire! 
Redemption's boundleſs mercy let us view, 
And ne&'er on worldly dreams our thoughts renew. 
That wond'rous pow'r of working Faith within, 
Should make each wiſh for life appear a fin ; 
An honour 'tis to be allow'd to ſup 
Of that mix'd draught which fill'd our Maſter's 
CO +: 

Then let us now this holy chalice graſp, - 
And to our ſouls its ſacred comforts claſp; 
"T'was by that ſpotleſs Lamb the grape was preſs d, 
Who in triumphant glory now is bleſs'd. 

He'll 
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He'll welcome us to our eternal home, 
Saying, © Ye bleſſed of my Father, come; 
I went before you to prepare your place, 
And from rememb'rance will your fins eraſe. * 
The cup you've taſted, I have drunk before ; 
Your trial's paſt — your ſuff rings are no more: 
In the next world all's pure extatic bliſs, 
For thoſe like youwho've borne my croſs in this.” 
This beniſon —this amplitude of joy 
Should ſure in us, all fear of death deſtroy. . 

Since 'tis appointed once for us to die, 
This path, tho' rugged, will to glory lie; 
With honour now we ſhake our hands with duſt, 
Nor ſtill to the decays of nature truſt, | 
Or fell diſeaſe, to ſpread its iron claw, 
And to the grave our worn-out bodies draw.* 

| This 


* The head that is once crowned with glory ſhall never 
ach more; the eye that is once opened upon the. beatific 
viſion, ſhall never weep more; the hand that has once laid 
hold of eternal life, ſhall never tremble more, Everlaſting 
health and vigor, youth, life, and proſperity, both of ſoul and 
body, after a ſmall ſeparation, belong to the Paradiſiacal con- 
ſtitution, and are the properties of that place where the inba- 
bitants ſhall not ſay I am fick : for the people that dwell therein 
ſhall be forgiven their iniquity, TSALAH, xxxiii. 24. 

See concluſion of the Rev. Dr.Groſvenor's Eſſay on Health. 
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This veſper of eternity ſhould paſs 
In viewing gloty thro' Faith's facred glaſs, 
Not in repining at tern Rome's decree, | 
Which teems with boundleſs bliſs for thee and 
me: 908 
Death's a tranſlation, not a martyrdom, 
That wafts us early to our wiſh'd-for home. 
Diſcourſe thus ſuited to a martyr's car, 
The ſilent DiDyMus was charm'd to hear! 
The Heroine's converſe rais'd his ſinking mind, 
And made him more to deſtiny reſign d; 
As her ſweet accents thro his vitals thrill'd, 
Pure ſublimating bliſs his boſom fill'd. 
To whom the Youth: — Tranſcendent Tus» 
ODORE | | * 
The bitterneſs of death will ſoon be oer; 
Thy martyr'd virtue I'll no longer mourn, 
But twine a ſacred garland for thy urn. 
With joy I own thoſe tumults are ſuppreſt, 
Which late T felt my parting foul moleſt. 
But now that heay'n is op'ning to our ſight, - 
Where ev'ry object gives ſupreme delight, 
On one dear hope my parting ſoul relies, 
Once more to greet my love in Paradiſe ; 
Perhaps 
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Perhaps our converſe there more large may be, 

Than e er on earth our hapleſs deſtiny, 

| And thy reſerve, to DipyMvus could give, 

| | Who but for thee alone e' er wiſh'd to live. 

1 The breaſts of ſeraphs with warm ardour glow, 

When they before the glorious Godhead bowl 

And ſure 'twas emanations from above, 

That firſt inſpir d thy faithful friend with love; 

A love that would unlike my wiſhes prove, 

Should it thy breaſt with diſcompoſure move. 

So firmly is my ſoul to thine ally'd, 

That Heav'n would want its bliſs of theedepriv'd- 

Then let me hope, on that delightful ſhore, 

Its bow'rs will lovers to their loves reſtore. 

Say not, my angel — ſay not I'm to blame, 

In cheriſhing this ſtrong, yet lambent flame. 
Our bliſs in Heav'n no mortal can define, 

Cry'd THEoDORA, with a look divine! 

Impriſon'd fouls hut faintly gueſs thoſe joys, 

Whoſe bliſs the cherub and the faint employs ; 

Their glorious ſplendor, beatific light, 

Is far beyond the ken of human ſight. 

In thoſe bleſt realms where holy tranſports glow, 

Think not we e'er each others ſex ſhall know ; 

Yet 
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Yet I believe conſummate happineſs, 

Will mutually our forms and ſenſes bleſs. 

It muſt be ſo—where joys eternal ſpring, 

And love is wafted on ſeraphic wing ! 

But human love is now a childiſh, dream, 
When glory calls I dare not hear its theme; 
Yet, reſt aſſur d, all thy fond heart devis'd, 

Is in my wiſhes certainly compris'd. 

Here orient bluſhes mantled o'er her face, 
Which might the ſweetneſs of the roſe diſgrace; 
Such ſpeaking bluſhes, the fond Hero thought 
Were with a warm return of ardour fraught : 
Nor could he doubt the language of thoſe eyes, 
Which never knew diſſimulation's guiſe, | 
A ſterner trial next the Pris'ners met, 

With friendly zeal of Pagans now beſet. 
Dipxuus, cry'd a chieftain, my charm'd ear 
Thy gallant deeds has long been us'd to hear ; 
But here, alas ! 'tis bigotry takes place 
Of noble courage, and brings foul diſgrace. 

Let prudence now exert her wonted ſway, 
And to our gods thy inſtant homage pay ; 
They well can witneſs I am griev'd, to find 
So brave a Youth to tragic. death conſign d. 
I ſym- 
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62 _. TuUZoODORA AND DIDYMYS, 
I ſympathize fGincerely in thy woe, 
And gladly would prevent th impending blow. 
O! could thy dictates ſatisfy my mind, 
I would obey them, DipyMmvs rejoin'd. 
When once convicted, error I'll abjure, 
And chearfully embrace a faith more pure ; 
Elſe that of Chriſt I will profeſs till death, 
And joyful own it with my parting breath 
When its adherents are involv'd in ſtrife, 
The choice I've made is worthy of my life. 
Nought thou canſt urge ſhall e er my ſoulunnerve, 
Or tempt me from the God of gods to ſwerve. 
Keep me, bleſt Power, from vile apoſtacy 1 
Howeꝰ er attack d by ſubtle ſophiſtry; 
Thy arguments are weak — nor have they weight, 
Tho' friendly meant, t avert my tragic fate. 
O, fatal bigotry! the chieftain cry'd, 
It was for this thy Chriſt was erucify'd! 
And his diſciples, he pronounc'd, would ſhare 
Thoſe woes which he fo reſolutely bare: 


This was the legacy he left to thoſe 


Who follow'd him; a legacy of woes! 

Renounce his doctrine, I once more intreat, 

Nor madly dare to urge impending fate. 
| Thus 
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Thus counſell'd he. The Chriſtian calm re- 
ply'd, 
To expiate our fins, our Saviour dy d. 
That deadly poifon we imbib'd in breath, 
Is now expung'd by his vicarious death. 
No fin e'er ſtain'd his actions through a life, 
By Jewiſh pride involv'd in direful ſtrife ! 
On earth his words and miracles benign, 
Prov'd his original to be divine: 
As all th' angelic precepts which he taught, 
Were with ſtupendous love and mercy fraught. 
Pilate, his judge, pronounc'd him free from guilt, 
And with reluctance let his blood be ſpilt. 
Twas at our Saviour's death great prodigies 
Witneſs'd he fell an unjuſt ſacrifice "I 
At ſuch a ſight earth, with convulfive throes, 
Could her drear captives to the world diſclolc ! 
Their walking forms excited public gaze, 
And in the ſtreets were view'd with wild amaze ! 
The radiant fun grew dim with pale affright, 
And from the world withdrew his wonted light; 
No rays of glory round that orb were ſpread, 
But gloom tremendous ſpake the Saviour dead! 
With Pilate's the centurion's voice agreed, © 
And from all guilt the facted Victim freed. 


But 
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Now join my effort to preſerve her life; 


i 
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But Death could not long o'er his Victim reign, 

Nor in the grave his holy body chain ; 

That Holy One, whom ne'er corruption knew, 

By reſurrection prov'd his miſſion true, 

No one but infidels will this deny, : 

And theſe all demonſtration will defy. 
Deſtructive obſtinacy ! — cry'd the friend, 

Which will not to the ear of counſel bend, 

O hapleſs ingrate ! — whither art thou toſt, 


. And in what vortex of wild phrenzy loſt ? 


But if thou wilt, like Regulus, remain 

Careleſs of life, and liberty diſdain ; 

Yet I muſt think the lovely Tuzopore, 

Will not ſo reſolutely life give o'er. 

Soldiers are oft inflexible and rude, 

Under the notion of ſtrict fortitude ; 

But ſuch rough virtue ſeldom ſways the fair, 

Whoſe tender forms ſhould ne'er fierce tortures 
| bear. 3 | 

Howe'er thou art ſo ſtoically wiſe, 

Sure TyzoDoRA will not life deſpiſe ; 

But may be taught her errors to repent, 

And all her threaten'd torments may prevent. 

If e er thou'ſt filent wiſh'd this Maid thy wife, 


In 
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In the majeſtic pride of Nature's bloom, 
Why muſt her charms meet an untimely doom? 
The Hero anſwer'd — Oh! 'tis pain acute, 
To feel thy friendſhip, yet deny thy ſuit. 
What !—ſhall I cancel this bright Saint's regard, 
And by th' exchange get Judas's reward ? 
Her Chriſtian hope exalts to higher ground 
Than e'er in pleaſure, or in pomp was found. 
Thoſe ſyren charms could ne'er, in halcyon days, 
Allure her feet to tread their mundane ways. 
Her race near run, angelic THeoDoRE ! 
To end her journey, counts but one ſtep more, 
Ere ſhe aſcends to reach that heav'nly crown 
Reſerv'd for Martyrs of her great renown. 
Ne'er will this faint relinquiſh bliſs divine, 
Which 'tis a fin to tempt her to reſign, i 
In barter for thoſe ſublunary joys, 
Which in their higheſt pride are empty toys! 
Th' attempt from me would tarniſh all my fame, 
And brand me with a . apoſtate's name 
This Victor's glory tis my hope to ſhare, 
And to promote it, zealous will appear. 
Then think not, chief, I c'er thy ſuit will plead; 
Which, if I durſt, I know 'twould ne'er ſucceed: 
F Now, 
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Now, and for ever, I renounce the taſk, 

Nor on theſe terms would with her life to aſk. 
The chieftain turn'd away, with aching heart, 

Oblig'd this converſe to the Judge t' impart. 

The Pris'ners now to the ſtern bar recall'd, _ 

Re-hear'd their tragic ſentence unappall'd. 

The Judge then bade Death's agents quick pre- 

pare, 

And make this couple racking tortures ſhare ; 

Saying, their fate ſhould ſtrike a dread in thoſe 

Who dar'd Rome's magiſtrates, and gods oppoſe, 

Firſt Dips the pangs of death ſhall prove, 

That fight may haply his bold compeer move. 
Nought will, reſponſive the fair Saint reply'd, 

For thus to ſuffer is a Chriſtian's pride ; 

Tho? girt with hoſtile wrongs you ſee me bend, 

Yet on my God's protection I depend. 

Elen now a heav'nly voice ſalutes mine ear, 

-Whilp'ring, this little bark has nought to fear. 

Tho' you invent new tortures to deſtroy 

My f.eble form ! —'twill ne'er my faith annoy ; 

Thro' blackeſt clouds and ſtorms, I ſee from far 

Th' auſpicious dawning pf the Eaſtern Star! 
| t Which 
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Which will conduct me to eternal reſt ; 
Nay, tis begun in this late troubled breaſt.“ 
'Tis here I feel, I feel its ſalient pow'r, 
Here grace ſupernal doth its bleſſings ſhow'r ; 
Tho' here through glaſs we can but dimly gaze, 
And faintly ſee celeſtial glory blaze, 
Yet now the chearing rays illume my ſoul, 
And all repinings at my fate controul. 
Ere long our ſacred Judge ſhall lift his ſcale, 
Send forth his voice, and ſhake the hollow vale; 
Then Time the iron jaws of Death ſhall force, 
Diſarm his ſting, and ſtop his wonted courſe. 
Death's pallid terrors now unveil'd they view, 
And thus breath'd Dip Mus his laſt adieu: 

Farewel, my THeopoRE! O Maid divine! 
I gladly go to meet thy God and mine! 

| F. 2 Our 


* Dr. YouNnce on this ſubject thus expreſſes himſelf, 
in Night VIII. Page 271, Octavo. 
A ſoul in commerce with her God, is heaven; 
Feels not the tumults and the ſhocks of life, 
The whirls of paſſions, and the ſtrokes of heart. 
A Deity believ'd, is joy begun; 
A Deity ador'd, is Joy advanc'd ; 
A Deity belov'd, is joy matur'd. 
Each branch of piety delight inſpires : 
Faith builds a bridge, from this world to the rfext, 
+ -O'er Death's dark gulph, and all its horror hides, 
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Our Captain of Salvation's gone before, 

To hail our entrance on the ſacred ſhore ; 

Nor would I lay his Chriſtian banner down 

T' enjoy the glories of a temp'ral crown. 

Let us no more of theſe dark ſhades complain, 
Tu be thy pilot thro” yon azure main; 

Nor ſhall another care my thoughts employ, 
But thoſe which lead to everlaſting joy. 
May guardian angels thy bright form attend, 
And waft thy foul to her immortal friend. 

A moment's time, and we ſhall burſt this ſhell, 
Then bliſs like ours what human tongue can tell 
Once more farewel ! — we ſhortly meet above, 
To prove the raptures of celeſtial loye. 

The Hero's faith, built on the Chriftian rock, 
Death's apparatus had no pow'r to ſhock ; 
Its racking engines he with ſmiles ſurvey'd, 
While joys ineffable his looks pourtray'd. 

With manly grace ſpectators he addreſt, 
And, as Chriſt's Soldier, he his miſſion bleſt, 
Declaring he the fight of Faith had fought, 

In its defence was to this trial brought. 
A military life would oft expoſe 
Her warlike ſons to much more poignant woes ; 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe only to the church triumphant came, 
Whoſe boſoms burn'd with Faith's reſplendent 

flame. 
'T was ſacred armour twas a breaſt- plate, giv'n 
The ſoul to guard to the bright hoſt in heav'n. 
Then he entreated all who ſaw his end, 
Would chriſtianity like him defend. 
If hard the warfare — triumphs were reſery'd, 
Surpaſſing thought! for thoſe who Chriſt had 

ſerv'd. 
Begg'd, in each ardent pray'r to heay'n they 
breath'd, | | 
They'd ſupplicate the Sword might ſoon be 
ſheath' d; 

The perſecuting Sword ! whoſe venom' d point 
Embowel'd Chriſtians, and could ſtates disjoint! 
This ſhould their Alpha and Omega be, 
This reekingSword they might a plough- ſhare ſee. 
And likewiſe fervent pray that TRToDORE 
May undiſturb'd a better world explore. 
This faid, the Martyr bow'd to welcome death, 
And with a joy divine reſign'd his breath. 

A herd of ſavages, with malice fraught, 


His mangled corſe to Tuzopoka brought; 
1 Calmly 
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Calmly the ſhocking ſpectacle ſhe view'd, - 
Nor ought of terror in her aſpect ſhew'd ; 
Then, turning to her perſecutors, ſaid, 
This trophy of your pow'r now diſplay'd, 
Dreſs'd with unuſual horror to affright, 
Is now a radiant faint in realms of light. 
With eye of Faith I ſee him glorify d, 
Since in his Maſter's cauſe the Soldier dy'd ; 
This ghaſtly form! with martyr” s blood be- 
ſmear'd, 
Each action of his life to God endear' 25 
May Pagan fury ſatiate in his gore, 
With mine united, I my God implore. 
And now, if you refuſe t' inhume his core, 
Twill ne&er from me a recantation force. 
In that brave Youth's laft n Death 500 his 
ſting; 1 
Retard not then my now aſpiring. won 
Nor for a moment longer ſtop my flight, 
To meet his ſpirit in the realms of light. 
The agents of her doom, enrag'd to find 
Terrors could ne er appal her ſteady mind; 
To diſſolution led the heroic Maid, 4 
With beaming glory on Ver mien diſplay d. 
Such 
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Such ſweet effulgence to her charms were giv'n, 
She ſeem'd deſcended from her op'ning heav'n, 
Rather than mounting to that bleſt abode, 
Where ſaints would greet, and lead her to her 
God. W e 3 

At Death's dread goal arriv' d, her virgin heart 
Recoil'd t' aſſume the dying martyr's part; 

At length reſolv'd — ſhe ſolemnly addreſt 
The weeping croud, in accents thus expreſt: 

A Chriſtian I — by Roman laws arraign'd ; 
No other fin has e er my condu&-ſtain'd; _ 
As ſuch; my lateſt breath I'd: ſpend for thoſe, 
Who've ſeem'd moſt active to complete my woes; 
May the great God of love forgive them too, 
And renovating grace their hearts renew. 

_ Chriſt's pure religion is a heav'nly light, 
And hard 'tis found againſt that pow'r to fight 
O may his doctrine, to the lateſt time, 
Make converts to his faith in ev'ry clime ! - 
Tho! violence hath now the ſtate ober- run, 
Tempeſts can only dim the radiant ſun; 
But when the ſtorm ſubſides, that glorious orb, 
The Sun of Righteouſneſs will doubts abſorb. 
My Chriſtian friends, unite your pray's with mine» 
That I exemplary may life reſign, 

F 4 And 
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And calmly paſs that ſtrait but golden gate, 

Which ſets a ſeal to this tumultuous ſtate. 

Let none here think my bliſs is dearly bought, 

Nor o'er my corſe indulge one mournful thought; 

View me tranſlated to th' etherial ſkies, 

Where ſorrow ne'er will dim our lucid eyes ; 

There from our cheeks God wipes the pearly tear, 

And circling glories reign from year to year, 

Tis but ſhort ſeparation we ſhall know, 

If heay'nly precepts in your conduct glow ! 

. You are— forget not — Lights upon a hill,” 

And bound divine injunctions to fulfil ; 

Let patience, pray'r, and praiſe, your minds em- 
ploy, 

And God will change your preſent woes to joy. 

That firſt great martyr to our church, St. Stephen, 

Look'd ſtedfaſt up into his op'ning heav'n ; 

Methinks, with him; I ſee a glorious band, 

With our Redeemer, by our Maker ſtand ! 

Cherub and ſeraphim, unbody'd forms! 

Your zeal with tranſport now my boſom warms ! 

Now hear, and hail me, ye celeſtial choir ! 

Now loud reſound your harps of golden wire: 

Ve miniſters of death, quick let me fly, 

And burſt the concave of yon upper ſky. 

| 4 - | Frewel, 


THEODORA AND DIDYMUS, 73 


Farewel, my Chriſtian friends! — my work is 
done, 
My race is finiſh'd, and my victory's won! 

So ſpake the Virgin, with a ſeraph's tongue, 
Ere thro the parting ſky to heav'n ſhe ſprung. 
The wiſh'd for paſſport to her God was giv'n, 
And angels bore the martyr'd Saint to heav'n. 


Thus fell this matchleſs Pair, in blooming 

youth, 

For perſeverance in the Chriſtan truth. 

Happy for us! might ſuch examples teach, 

That nervous faith which timid ſouls ne'er reach. 

Happy for us, our bleſt Religion's free 

From the dire ſcourge of Pagan tyranny. 

O! let us fervently this bleſſing prize, 

And hold theſe Martyr's mirror to our eyes 

Whene'er the world, with its alluring force, 

Tempts us to wander from the Chriſtian courſe, 

Then with firm faith let us that Pole-ſtar view, 

Whole precepts follow'd, will our hearts renew; 

And lead us to thoſe bleſt ſeraphic choirs, 

Where faiats, once martyr'd, tune th' angelic 
lyres. | | 
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The EFFUSIONS of a grateful MIND, 


O N SEEING 


His MAJESTY and ROYAL FAMILY, 
1 the Quzzn's CHAPEL. 


H AIL ! happy Windſor's royal court! 
Where Albion's King deigns to reſort, 4 

With his imperial train; 

A troop of Princes grace his fide, 
The Sov'reign's joy ! the nation's pride! 
Whom o'er each heart doth reign. 
O'er their bright forms ſweet Innocence 
Sheds her auſpicious influence, 
T' attract the mental eye; 
Tis in each prince we hope to gain 
A conqu'ror over land and main, 
Which will our foes defy. 
A propheſy fulfil'd, behold! 
By pious DAvip erſt foretold, 

Of plants of princely growth; 
And thoſe high poliſh'd còͤrner- ſtones, 
That luſtre give to ſacred domes, |. 

Adorning north and' ſouth. 
1 As 


(7) 

As in the ſolemn Fane I bow'd, 
My heart with ſecret rapture glow'd, 
T' obſerve the pious King, 

Each oriſon devoutly join, 

And with inſpiring voice divine, 
The ſweet Te Deum ſing! 

When Majeſty doth thus impart 

Thie way to ſanctify the heart, 

By his example bright; 

Like Phœbus in his golden car, 
All doubts and miſts be drives afar, 

And ſhines in native / 
Ne'er more may war great GoROr perplex, 
Nor Gallia, nor Iberia vex _ 

The peaceful Monarch's mind; 

But may the olive branch expand 
Thro' ev'ry clime, thro' ev'ry land, 
Each foreign pow'r to bind. 


That orb of pleaſure! too, I've ſeen, 

Britannia's glory] England's Queen 
Paying her juſt devoir ; 

Embelliſh'd with ger beauteous race, 

Where heav'nly charms illum'd each face, 
Joining the holy choir. 


{Encircled 


( i: 1 
Encircled with the royal band, 
(High favor'd bleſſings of this land) 
All muſt the Queen admire 
Whoſe care maternal guides their youth 
To love of virtue, love of truth, 
With a celeſtial fire 


May the late pledge of royal love, 
A ſqurce of richeſt comfort prove, 


RY To bleſs the regal line; 
And may the e th infant-fair, 
Peign t' accept this humble pray'r, 

Preſerye her Pow'r Divine! 

May watchful angels guard her bed, 
And roſy health her bleſſings ſhed 

O'er the imperial Maid ; 

Till virtues, bright as ſtars, appear 
T' irradiate each circling year, 

In their full pow'r diſplay'd. | 
With tranſport we behold the Queen, 
With innate grandeur ever ſeen, 

One ſteady track purſue ; 

Protects each ſcientific art, 
That charms the ſenſe, or mends the heart, 

And gives to each their due. 

: Thrice 


(7) 
Thrice happy Mornrxl may thy ſway, 
Make all impatient to obey | 
Thy laws benignly giv'n; 
Till when on earth thy race is run, 
And finiſh'd with thy ſetting ſun, 
Meet thy reward in heav'n. 


Windſor, Sept. 19, 1783. 


On the Right Hon. LORD RODNEY, 
Vice ADMIRAL OF ENGLAND. 


AT Bladud's fount,* as gallant RopxEx bow'd, 
With ſweet benevolence his features glow'd ; 
Benevolence! attendant on the brave, 

Whoſe glory 'tis to conquer and to fave. 

_ Witneſs De GRassE and all the Gallic train, 
Witneſs what heroes fav'd, what heroes ſlain | 
Batavian ifles bear witneſs to my ſong, 

On you he has reveng'd Britannia's wrong; 


* Alluding to the Author's ſeeing Loxd RopxEV diſpenſe 
his filent bounty to a diſtreſſed family, who applied for relief 
at the Croſs Bath, 


Sound 
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Sound it, ye triton — ſound great Ropnegy's 
deeds, | 

Your ſwelling clarions 4zs bright fame exceeds. 

Ye floating caſtles ſpeak hit vengeance hurl'd, 

The Ville de Paris with her fails unfurl'd ; 

Proclaim it all on proud Heria's ſhore, 

What glory crowns the man whom we adore! 

Adore ! — and Britons muſt, to lateſt time, 

His noble vict'ries ſpread from clime to clime. 

'Tis Ropwery's prowels hath this nation fav'd, 

And muſt in Britiſh boſoms be engrav'd. 

More laſting trophies gilds this Victor's car, 

Than e'er adorn'd the conq'ring ſons of war. 

On Belgic fraud, and perfidy of France, 

He caſts an humbling, moſt indignant glance! 

Bravely aſſerting England's Monarch's right, 

Not death, nor carnage, could his foul affright ; 

Tho' winged bullets ſpread pale horrors wide, 

And hecatombs lay dead of either ſide. 

Then hail him Britons ! —hail the glorious man! 

Whole peerleſs valor thro' each action ran ; 

Hail him, ye Siſters of the tuneful Nine, 

And for his brows your ſweeteſt garlands twine ! 

Come each Aonian maid your wreaths prepare, 

And make this laurell'd Chief your fav'rite care. 
 Ropnegy 
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Roper is worthy each bright bard's devoir, 
All, all ſhould join in one united choir. 

O! may this braveſt, moſt humane of men, 
Forgive this effort of my trembling pen ; 
Mine is the tribute of an humble lay, 
Which to high worth would gladly homage pay; 
Were my effuſions equal to his fame, 
My tongue, my verſe, ſhould conſecrate his name. 


Bd, Nov. 2z 1782. 


P. S. The Author having been obligingly im- 
portuned for ſeveral copies of the two laſt pieces, 
takes the liberty here to preſent them ta the 
public. 


FINIS. 


} 


A N 


IRREGULAR ODE 


FOR 


HER MAJESTY's BIRTH-DAY. 


AGER to aid, and emulous ta fire, 
When Pope and Addiſon attun'd the lyre, 
The attendant Muſes ſtood. —Where are they now, 
A nobler theme bids loftier numbers flow ? 
No common triumph claims the lay, 
Britannia wills us to be gay ! | 
"Tis her CHarLoTTE's natal = 
With lips untun'd, —untaught to ſing, 
And deſperate hand, I ſtrike the ſtring ; 
Let the ſwelling tranſport raiſe, 
One mighty chorus to her praiſe. 
Come, where far from me ye rove, 
Deep veil'd in academic grove; 
In feſtive ſong, and carol glee, 
Ye ſons of poliſh'd harmony. 
Yet, O bleſs'd guardians of my youth, 
Sincerity, and white-rob'd truth! 
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I crave your aid, now to impart, - - 101 SV 
- The feelings of a grateful heart, 
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Since Albion's king to Strelitz gave his hand, 
And bleſs'd his ſubjects by that happy band 
Which doth his own, and people's bliſs unite, 
Four luſtrums full have ta' en their rapid flight. 
Yet ſtill, th* Imperial Fair's ſeraphic charms, 
With joy extatic ev'ry boſom warms ! 
Like Rome's rever'd Cornelia, ſhe appears, 
A mirror to her ſex,—the wonder of her years ! 

Sure to great George this Fair was giv'n, 
The choiceſt bleſſing of indulgent heay'n, 


Deſcerd Minerva, deign to grace my lay, 

Behold th' enchanting Tcene, 

The Mornhzx and the Quzzn ! 

Bending to thee, a fragrant homage pay, 
See, blooming ſweetneſs in-her looks, 

Read in her mind celeſtial books 

Soft perſuaſion ever hung, 

Like manna, on her matron tongue. 


Time, oft our ſex's foe, we now behold, 
The peerleſs beauties of her ſoul unfold z 
Nor can His envious pow'r, thoſe charms deſtroy, 
Which angels gaze on with exulting joy 
By ſacred chains our ſoy'reign Miſtreſs binds, 
While in her progeny, her virtue ſhines; | 
{i eng 
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Breathing her own chaſte morals o'er the ſoul, 
She propagates their fame from pole to pole: 
And from the royal babes that preſs the knee, 
We ſtill in miniature the MoTazx ſee. 


| Her darling power is to bleſs, 
Ordain'd to pity and redreſs ; 
E'en for the guilty, whelm'd in woe, 
Her pearly tears will freely flow ! 


Clio, in deathleſs characters record, 
To pining indigence and grief, 
Her mandate's wing' d with kind relief: 
Tis muſic to her liſt' ning ear, 
Britannia's ſubject's weal to hear, 

To aid, will c'en a treaſury afford. 
In one unbounded ftream her bleſſings gon? 
From one refulgent orb, her graces glow ; 
Impell'd by gen'rous fires, ſhe nobly ſoars, 
And ev'ry ſcience, ev'ry art explores. 


Here, truth's enraptur d muſe may boldly tell 
« The gariſh pageantry of regal ſtate 
« Shall ne'er the angelic foul elate, 
B 2 Whoſe 


of 242) 
«© Whoſe ken pervades the fleeting cqurſe of things, 
« Fix'd on the ſource divine whence bleſſings ſprings; 
« And joys * which with cherubs dwell.” yo 


Whoſe de example points to Ws n the road, 
While by her goodneſs virtue's /e/f ſtands aw'd. 
Theſe are the potent charms of her I ſing, 

With theſe, ſhe ſooths the CHRISTIAN and the KINO; 
When anxious for his people's good, his breaſt 

By public griefs and conteſts is pppreſs'd. 

Sweet recompence for that united care, 
Which is the beſt of Soy'reign's lot to bear! 
Hymen exulting owns, *© ſuch chaſte- eyed love 

His radiant torch can ne' er on earth improve.“ 


Replete in virtues, great in fame, 
Muſes hail this Royar Dams; 

Catch the ſound ye diſtant lands, 
Join it all ye tuneful bands; 

' Commemorate throughout the earth, 
The day that gave great CHARLOTTE birth. 
Re- echo it, in each ſweet ſong, 


Which till may to this day belong. 


With peans high, through the whole world of ſound, 
Proclaim the Quxkx with ſtar-wreath'd wiſdom crown'd. 
Warm'd with bright Roman, or Athenian fire, 


Fly each ſymphonious bard t' attune the lyre A 
0 


CE 
To ſhe, who reigns in every ſubje& breaſt, 
Her throne fix'd there, —her virtues ſtand confeſt. 


Each muſe prove faithful to her charge of fame, 


And celebrate great CHaRLoTTE's glorious name! 
Then let each choir in Britain's iſle rejoice, 
That ſuch a ConsorT grac'd her Moxarcn's choice. 


Should, — but let not hope beguile, 
Should th' Imperial CHAR LOTTE ſmile 
Gracious protection on the lay, 

That feebly hails this happy day ! 

The moulted wing that drooping dies, 
On future plumes might bolder riſe ; 
Feeling, and feelingly impart, 

The tranſports of a grateful heart. 
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EPISTLE To CAMILLA,/ 


ROM Windſor's ſhades I now impart, 
Io the trus ſiſter of my heart, rad 
The contemplations of a muſe, | . 5 
Whoſe efforts I to thee diffuſe. 
Thou ventilator of my breaſt, 
By pureſt friendſhip ſtill impreft ! 
Winnow the chaff, receive the grain, 
If grain perchance the mule retain. 
To barter thoughts gives bleſt relief, 
To full charg'd ſenſe of joy, or grief! 
Torn from thy ſide, the ſetting ſun 
Beheld our converſe juſt begun; 


When old time trod his nightly round, 
And twice reverb'rated his found, << 
Thy painful abſence to beguile 


My pen ſhall now my thoughts compile. 
Then'lov'd CamiLLa,—friend moſt dear | 
Deign to accept its tribute here. 
A ſtranger in this ſplendid town, 

Erſt built by William of renown,* 
This morning riſing with the dawn, 

I tript o'er Windſor's verdant lawn, 
Where cluſter'd ſhrubs enrich the plain, 
Till we a pleaſing ſummit gain, 
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Which does moſt charming views extend, 
While we a pleaſing hill aſcend. 
Without a ſocial friend to talk, 
I roam'd down Queen Eliza's walk, 
Delighted with th' embowring ſhade, 
Which ſeem'd for meditation made ; 
There view'd aloft the ſtately trees, 
Where tepid zephyrs yield a breeze, 
T' allay the dog ſtar's parching heat, 
Or form the lover's fond retreat; 
Then ruminated o'er and o'er, | 
The virgin's fame from ſhore to ſhore ; 
Till royal Mary's hapleſs days ! 
Obſcur'd the fov'reign's ev'ning rays. 
*Twas Mary's ghoſt her ſoul arraign'd, 
Whoſe tragic fate her glory ſtain'd ; 
Like Banquo's ſhade, twould oft appear, 
And harrow up her ſoul with fear ! 
Riſe to her view, and from her throne 
Would ſeem to iſſue forth a groan, 
Here was the pious Henry born, 
Whoſe crown became his piercing thorn ! 
Torn from his brow, before his life 
Was ta'en by murd'ring Richard's knife, 
Some ſympathetic tears I ſhed, 
For theſe bleſt ſaints to glory fled ; 
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But to their manes ſoft repoſe, 
Bliſs well exchang'd for regal woes. 

To ſooth theſe thoughts, I view'd the deer, 
That friſk'd In ſportive gambols near; 
Wiſhing I could my paſſions keep 
As dormant as'the gentle ſheep, 

Or quiet cow, that chews the cud, 

So o'er I'd maſticate each bud 

Of nurt'ring learning's ſplendid growth, 
From grammar boy to Attic Lowrn. 
Yet if this mental food prove ſcant, 

I ne'er will crop the noxious plant; 
Knowing alone tis wiſdom's grain, 
Can the judicious foul ſuſtain, 

Where-e'er I turn'd mine eyes around, 

New pleaſurable ſcenes I found ; 
All, all, imparting health or knowledge, 
From Datchet-bridge to Eton college. 
Now mounting with the mattin lark, 
I ſoar'd above the charming park, 
And on the Royal-Terrace went, 
Where good Queen Anne much treaſure ſpent, ' 
To make the walks and proſpects ſweet, 
Where we all Eden's beauties meet. 
Theſe to enjoy, monks leave their cell ; 
Virgil enraptur'd, here might dwell. 
| Nay, 


C 
Nay, might renounce th' Elyſian fields, 


To feaſt on bliſs that Windſor yields. 
'The terrace, which the caſtle bears, 
The grandeur of mount Atlas wears, 
Here, like Auguſtus, Gzorce inſpires 
Poets to tune their warb'ling lyres, 

And to immorrtalize a name, 
By chanting forth our Sov'reign's fame, 
Who doth a father's kindneſs prove, 
Giving his ſubje&s peace and love. 
Of bards and ſages much I thought, 
Who were with wond'rous ſcience fraught, 
Till college bell bade me repair, 
To join the choir in praiſe and pray'r, 
Under that venerable dome | 
Where Albion's king and nobles come, 
And by their bright example, teach 
Thoſe duties which the prelates preach. 
Here martyr'd Charles was giv'n a grave, 
All, all, that mould'ring monarchs have 
Without a monumental buſt, 
Neglected lies his ſacred duſt, _ 

With banner'd trophies hung around, | 
Which wave o'er conſecrated ground, | 
Here garter'd knights their honors mount, ; 
Who great atchievements mult recount, ' | 


Ws 


610 
Ere they St. George's order grace, 
Or mongſt his valiant peers take place. | 
Well known it ſprung from Saliſbury's dame, 
Whoſe garter eterniz'd her name. 
From her it fell in nimble dance, 
When on it Edward caſt a glance, 
And gave it to the bluſhing fair, 
With a benign and royal air, 
The motto“ on it ever binds 
All true gallant and noble minds. 
Royalty erſt its lineage trac'd, 
To thoſe whom firſt this trophy grac'd. 
Some great Alcides of the field, 
Whole proweſs ne'er to man would yield, 
| Sworn to defend the Fair diſtreſs'd, 
By injuries, or misfortunes preſs'd ; 
To which politeneſs. were the charter, 
By theſe inſtall'd, Knights of the Garter. 
Its conſtant colour is true blue, 
And ne'er with times will change its hue. 
King Arthur's table, Edward grac'd, 
And there his honour'd knights. were plac'd; 
At ſolemn juſts, he there would ſee 
The moſt renown'd for chivalry ; 
And all who came from foreign climes, 


The liege protected in thoſe times, 


* Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe. 
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When the black Prince, his glorious ſon! 
Immortal palms at Creſſy won, | 
Among its enſigns doth unite, 
Contending roſes, red and white, 

O'er York and Lancaſter, ſweet peace, 
Their crimſon fury made to ceaſe; 

And o'er each knight that wears the band, 
Long may her oliv'd branch expand: 

So will th' illuſtrious nobles prove, 
Britannia's glory, and her love. 

*T was here inſtall'd I ſaw the King 
His off ring to the altar bring. 

Low bowing with majeſtic grace, 
Glory illumed his royal face. 
The regal donor all muſt bleſs, 
The beauty of true holineſs, 

Next him, the heir to Britain's crown, 
To give his off” ring, there knelt down, 
While his ſire's piety was ſeen, 

Irradiating his blooming mien : 
Inſpiring hopes that Albion's heir 
Will make Britannia's weal his care, 
z So on the mount, with ſacred awe, 
St. Peter his great maſter ſaw ; 
Like to the fun's meridian height, 
His face appear'd, his raiment white, | 
There 
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There Peter wiſh'd to end his days, 

'Three tabernacles wiſh'd to raiſe, 

Where Chriſt and prophets might reſide, 
And from the world their ſplendor hide. 
Thus heav'nly graces conſtellate, 

On earth a bleſs'd triumvirate, 

By thoſe, bleſs'd acts which God will own, 
And luſtre give to Britain's throne, 

To theſe I muſt an homage pay, 

Howe'er inadequate my lay. 


Like thine, CaMIiLLa, could my ſong, 
Flow in ſoft notes, ſublime and ſtrong, 
From regal bow'rs my friend ſhould ſee, 
Strains which might ſuit theſe ſcenes and thee; 
But vain's my wiſh, alas! to ſing, 
W uo ner ſip d at Caſtalian ſpring. 


ANGELOT 


. 
ANGELOT to VENTIDIUS, 


WIT H 


THE STORY of AMORE T. 


H! my Ventidius, how ſhall I begin 
The Tale you aſk ? — The narrative of fin! 
I ne'er can heighten by the rhyming art, 
What lately fix'd a dagger in my heart! 
When urg'd by pity to the fair I lov'd, 
My tremb'ling feet to AmoreT I mov'd. 


/ 


I crave thy leave, here to lament her fall, 
As David mourn'd for Jonathan and Saul, 
When on Gilboah, oh unhappy day ! 
The warlike ſhield of Saul was caſt away: 
As if Philiſtia knew the hallow'd oil, 
Pour'd o'er his head, ſhould be to them a ſpoil. 
Like David's friend, once to my raptur'd ſoul, 
Her ſmiles gave dear delight, they crown'd the whole. 
My muſe, I charg'd to ſooth her gentle ear, 
And place her high among the Britiſh fair ; 
To latent times conyey her lucid name, 
And give her merits the juſt meed of fame. 
Ho chang'd the ſcene !---how quick the viſion dies, 
Which ſpread falſe images in fair diſguiſe ! 1 
| | | er 


\ 


| 
4 
| 
| 


[: 1450 
Her former graces as Aurora beam'd, 
Immaculate as Dian's ſelf, ſhe ſeem'd. 
Honour appear'd the inmate of her breaſt, 
Where all the milder virtues ſhone confeſt, 
I then believ'd her beauties and her worth, 
A ſeraphs tongue could ſet but faintly forth; 1 
But now, the dazzling meteor ſhines no hore, 
Her tranſitory glory now is o'er! 
Alas! ſhe is---Ah! what I ne'er can tell, 
Nor cer deſeribe by what curſt arts ſhe fell 48 2 Y 


Announc'd her lodging ſo tremendots high! 
I ent' ring thought her chamber touch'd the ſky i 
Where ſhe, guilt's victim---the late lovely maid, 
Succumb'd in grief, ſeem'd of herſelf, afraid. 
The tears ſtole down her checks, like Hebe's 1 3 
She wip'd them with the ringlets of her hair. 
Shock d at a viſit from her friend, ſhe try'd 
The melting anguiſh of her ſoul to hide, ng 
| ja 
Jo ſuch a vaſt, ſuch complicated woe, 
I felt it duty, great reſpect to ſhow, 
Fearful t” obtrude, I penfive look'd around, 
Where in each object penury 1 found. 
Th' embroider'd cov'ring and the downy bed, 
Where ſhe was wont to reſt her lovely head, 
| | Mere 
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Were chang'd to ſcanty ſtraw upon the floor, 
The caſement broke, the cell without a door. 
Here pinching want with Hydra-head was rear'd, 
Thro' each bleak crevice cruſted froſt appear'd. 
A ruſty tin held elemental beer, 

And mouldy ſcraps in broken diſh lay near. 
Her cates and nectars theſe,---No fire to warm, 
Nor ought that might ſupport her ſinking form, 
Unleſs one arm of an old tott'ring chair, 
Which hoarded duſt, and worn beyond repair. 
A blinking taper in green vial plac'd, 

Shew'd nought but what humanity diſgrac'd. 
No trace of uſefulneſs that fill'd this haunt, 
Truly deſcriptive of th' abode of want; 

Where mis'ry ſat ſupreme, enthron'd by woe, 
Reflecting deep on woman's deadly foe ! | 


Here, emblematic of the ſpoiler's mind, 
Dead flies were in the ſpider's net entwin'd ; 
Th' envenom'd artiſt ſpread his banners wide, 
And the gay inſe& in his fetters ty'd. Fs 
But what are nets by poiſonous ſpiders ſpread, 
Compar'd with paths unwary virgins tread ? 
Which the deep throbs of agony impart, 
Freezing the life-ſprings round ſad Am'zzT's heart, 
Forlorn, deſponding now's that wretched fair, - 
Who late was charming, ſplendid, debonair ! 
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She, whom a monarch might have wiſh'd to court, 


Now worſe than dead, alive without ſupport ! 

On whom attentive late her lovers hung, | 

T' imbibe Hyblean ſweetneſs from her tongue. 
Such were the lips where mine oft wiſh'd to dwell, 
Fragrant as honey from the waxy cell. 

But now theſe charms have loſt their pow'r to pleaſe, 
Now lovers ſhun her as they would diſeaſe, 


Then 6n my robbing heart my hand I laid, 
And mentally I thus in anguiſh ſaid: 
« In link of beings, ſure that villain's worſt, 
Who Aon hath thus moſt vilely curſt. 
Ye ſavage libertines, come here and view, 
What wrecks on human bliſs are made by you, 
If not of adamant your hearts are made, 
Nor tygers nurs'd ye in ſome deſert ſhade, 
Here let at leaſt your cool compaſſion prove, 
Heart-felt remorſe for a licentious love. 
Dare not to think that this accurſed ſpot ! A 
Can e' er be waſh'd in Lethe, and forgot. 
Like Banquo's, injur'd virtue's ghoſt will call 
For vengeance, at the midnight feaſt and ball: 
There, like an adder's bite, #rwill ſeize the ſoul, 
And with its rancorous tooth all joy controul; 
Follow you home with horror- piercing glare, 
And in your face with fiend- like fury ftare, 
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So came the reck ning, ere the feaſt was o'er, | 
The reck'ning dire! and Macbeth ſmil'd no more. 
Thoſe murd' ring wretches, Clarence, Beaufort, ſaw 
Warwick and Gloſter's ſhades, their charges draw, | | 
© In their minds eye,!'---whach put their ſouls to light 
Where yells, and ſhrieks, proclaim eternal night! 
And ſure, a voice like that, in Eden fear'd, 
Will loudly. make the female wrongs be heard, 
At that ſtrict bar, from whence there's no ak 
Nor ſpegious palliatives, your guilt to heal. 
Then ſtand appall'd, ye rakes ye gay retire, 
Explore oak 1 * check unlawful fire. 


Ye e race R ye cannot be, 

Who dare delight in barb'rous perfil, 
Prerogative of ſex ye ſport away 
When caterpillars like, you'l-ſurely prey'+ 4) + 4 
On the unſpotted leaf of virgin fame, ar 
Then leave the willow d tree to weeping; 1 | | 
If ye have eyes, behold the poiſonous __ A; 
Your caitited: breath 1 on our luſtre caſt. i 
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Can pw od = wY woman's 's guard, + 
In cruelty exceed the wolf or pardd 
See, the fierce maſtiff to his kennel chalets. 


is courage puniſh'd when by outrage ſtain'd, 
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While lawleſs man, may boaſt he hath undone, 
More females than the Cæſars victries won, 
Ariſc, O Veſta! with thy hallow'd flame, : 
Bright goddeſs riſe ! and redden into ſhame - : 
Theſe fell polluters of thy facted ſhrine, 
Where —_ yy with ſmiles re: 


Rouze, Briton's rowze 1---this marchers guilt ex- 


plore, ' 


Nor gloſs one crime, that oft engenders more z 


Ye noble ſenators, who guard the fair, 


_ Lift, lift, © lift! to hear a Lover's pray'rs. 


Ye who are judges, huſbands, fathers, hear, 
Enforce the laws, nor deem it too ſevere, - | 
Condemn th' ignominious herd to ſhame, 
That revel on the wreck of virgin fame. 

But ſhould, alas! my arguments prove weak, 
Here let the tears of martyr'd virtue ſpeak; 
Announce her ancient famuly's diſgrace, | 
By ſuch deep teints, time never can eraſe: 
Their feſt'ring wounds of honour, none can heal, 
Its poiſonous ſmart, they muſt for ever feel } 

A wound, no artiſts utmoſt ſkill can cloſe, 


Minds tortur d thus, can never find repoſe. - 
Not all the ſweets, that ſweep Arabia's ſhore, 


To ſenſe thus hurt, will — reſtore: 
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| Which makes for blood, her vengeful brothers cry, 
While briny ſhowers dim her mother's eye, 

If ſuch involving crimes acquitted ſtand, 

Puerility indeed, muſt juſtice brand. 

What, hang a wretch, for ſtealing but a crown, 


And let him ſcape, who blaſts your child's renown ! 


Who lures her love, by curſt inſidious wiles, 

And ſtabs, like Brutus, even while he ſmiles ! | 
The wretch, who ſteals your uſeleſs bags of gold, 
Or kills the lamb, that wanders from the fold ; 
Perchance by hunger urged, commits the theft, 
His babes to ſave, whom he had dying left. 

Yet, for the crime, he s doom'd to leave the land, 
Or dies unpitied, by a hangman's hand. | 
Can ſuch decrees in rectitude take place? 

Or will they e'er, the legiſlator grace ? 


Think not, Ventidius, I arraign the laws, 
Without a juſt, an irritating cauſe. | 
In pride of life, oh! hadſt thou Amorer Known. 
The juſtice of my plea thou'dſt ſurely own. 
O ſad reverſe | her wrongs, and ſufferings now, 
Would make a ſtoick with reſentment glow, 
Muſt ſhe, whoſe charms-and fortune late were high, 
Now:e'en for beggar's food, and raiment ſigh! 
Emaciated with grief, and writh'd with pains, 
* who can tell what her cleft heart ſuſtains ? 
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Oh! ye chaſte ſtars, in virgin ſplendor bright, REP 
The fallen AuokEr, now ſhuns your light! 
No more ſhe contemplates the milky way, | 
No more aſtronomy inſpires her lay; | 
Where oft ſhe ſoar'd on the Newtonian wing, 

And heav'nly wonders, would with rapture ſing! A 
Whence her philoſopheme ſo charm'd the ear, 
That &en Minerva's ſons, would ſtoop to hear. 
Your twinkling beauties, ſhe no longer views, 

No longer ſhe, each radiant track purſues. 

If now, as erſt, the ſtars together ſang, 

Here ne'er her voice, would on their muſick . 
An urſa major of th' infernal ſphere, 

Hath from theſe glories lured her lining ear. 
This kindred cynoſure, this queen of night, 
Their ſpotleſs charms will now no more delight. 
Where couldſt thou ſtray, divine Urania tell! 
When thy lov'd vot' ry guilt s fad victim fell? 


No more her flying fingers touch the keys, 
The ſprings no longer her command obeys; | 
As they were wont with animating ſkill, 
Soothing each paſſion, as ſhe xr at * 
So ſhe could imitate Cecilia's ſound, © 
And her chaſte fame to liſt ning climes rebound, 
No more ſhe's envy'd in the myſtic dance, 
Where modeſt youths caught her * glance; 
When 
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When rapt attention feaſted on her ſmile, 

Which cou'd e'en limping age of pain beguile 
Nor what's more dear, her gen'rous hand extend 
In ſympathy to all, ſhe could befriend. 

Nor can the tuneful, or hiſtoric page, 

With joy ſerene, her ſtudious hours engage. 

ny 
Geography alike, hath clos'd its plan, 

Which ſhew'd her kingdoms and her iſles to man; 
By whuch ſhe could vaſt tracts of land deſcry, 
'Thro' the perſpective of her needle's eye: 

That needle and her pencils thrown aſide, 

Tho' oft by theſe ſhe rival'd Flora's pride, 

Ne'er more the dulcet clarion of fame 

Will to the world, proclaim her honour'd name; 
Nor with bright genius can She longer dwell, 

Now ever doom'd to a ſequeſter'd cell. 

At heart of former friends ſhe frequent knock'd, 
But to her plaints found each was doubly lock'd ! 
Th' ambient air that's to brute creatures giv n, 
From AMoRET's ſhut, with each bliſs under heay'n! 
And noiſome fumes ſurround the ſinking fair, 

A prey to want, to inſult, and deſpair. 
From nature's garden, like a noxious weed, 

Alas! ſhe's caſt !—Alone her heart muſt bleed! 
Can cruel fate, more poignant mis'ries ſhow'r, 
Her brothers hate, a father's curſe, her dow'r | 
C 3 : Tor 
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Torn f. rom their ſides, by guile which lawleſs reign, 
Mongſt thoſe I call, « the Tazqyrns of the plain.“ 


The love-lorn Aion ET, I then addreſt, & 
Though ſighs and tears oft times, my words repreſt, 


Frail beauty! I commiſerate thy ſtate, 
Held forth the mark of each degenerate hate. 
Thais and Helen's form bedew'd their eyes, 
And heaved their boſoms, with repentant ſighs ! 
Woman, avow'd by us, the weaker ſex, | 
Ne'er drew angelic nature, but complex, 
With erring man, ye all from Adam came, 
Then how from you, can we perfection claim ? 
T' aſſault your peace, three enemies unite, 
| Too potent far, for human pow'r to fight, 
Strange from the feebler offspring of our ſire, 
Durſt We, angelic fortitude require ! 
While we aſſert that intellectual pow'r, 
Was never yet aſſign'd, the female dow'r : 
A paradox in reaſoning, tis to ſay, 
That ſtrengtb is ours, yet make the weak our prey. 
Unleſs ſuch ſtrength as vulture, hawk, and kite 
Rapacious uſe when with a rapid flight 
They ſee the tender neſtlings from the ſky, 
Flutt'ring t'eſcape their talons, vainly try. 1 


— 
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Oh! hapleſs Anon! ignoblyJoſt, 
And in a vortex of deſtruction 125 | 

Hard is thy fate, to wake in grief each morn, 
And o'er it muſe, when Cynthia fills her horn 
No ſplendid equipage do waits for thee, 

Of thy admirers, none now bend the knee z 

Thy lilly hand, no laviſh preſents court, 

Nor to thy beauty paramours reſort. | 

Mourn not the loſs, —Theſe led thy ſoul aſtray, 
And oh, too ſure ! could innocence betray, 
Thy ſun of honour ſet—here ne'er to riſe, 

But may refulgent in thy Saviour's eyes. 

O, fly to him! who David's fin eraſed 

And Peter's crimes from keen remembrance chaced: 
On wings of love was their free pardon brought, 
When theſe with contrite tears, for mercy ſought, 
That beauteous form, whom devils had poſſeſs'd, 
By true repentance, found her way to reſt. 

Too true, alas! thy crime, like theirs, is rank, 
And deep remorſe have thy pure ſpirits drank. 
Yet, weeping Fair! think not thy ſuff rings hard, 
Tho” here each port of bliſs to thee is barr'd, 

Thy tatter'd garb, fit emblem of thy mind, 

Hath not its native tint of white reſign'd; 

And though thy pow'rs may ſuffer an eclipſe, 
While bleak north winds each ſocial duty nips1 


( 244 ) 
Yet woo bleſs 'd hope, that will this blaſt ſubdue, 
And faculties impair'd, again renew; * 
8 As froſt- bit ſhrubs, by vernal ſhowers bloom, 
And to our ſenſes give a ſweet perfume. 
See nature's germins, from each latent root, 
Yearly with bladed ſtem, and tendril ſhoot. 
So, ere thou mingleſt with the bleſt above, 
May'ſt thou, on earth, a reſurrection prove. 
Inſtinct with ſpirit, force thy way to God, 
And lowly bend, beneath his awful rod! | 


A bleſing ſo ſupreme as reaſon's rays, 
Should be reflected on with grateful praiſe ; ; 
And that St. Luke's doth not thy form detain, 
While raving madneſs o'er thy ſenſes reign. | 
Thy organs late defun&, new quicken'd, play, 
And caſt the ſerpent's ſloughy film away. 

From earth to heav'n, mount with ſeraphic wing, 
And joy to angels, by repentance bring. 

There be united to that holy Spouſe, 

Who never will reject thy ardent vows. 

My love rejected, ſtill thy friend I'll be, 

Now take its tribute, tender'd on my knee. 
Loet not wild tumult thus thy boſom heave, 

I' aſſiſt, not to inſult, this meed I leave. 

With one requeſt. — Be patient and compos'd, 


Under thy e weight * Pong woes |... 
| Mercy 
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Mercy hath ſtill in ſtore ſome oil and wine, 
To cleanſe, and heal, ſuch bleeding wounds as thine. 


The ſacred balm ſhall chaſe away deſpair, 
wealth that fortune gave me, thou ſhalt ſhare. 


The por of ſpeech Auonzr eflay'd in vain, 

= ords were-not hers to thank, or to complain. 

Unleſs in moans, ſhe ſometimes breath'd a ſigh! 

Expreſſive of internal miſery ! 

Yet ſure there was an index in her eyes, 

That ſpake more forcible than prompt replies : 

Which thus I conſtru'd, © Look, O pow'r divine! 

Look down, forgive my crimes, and make me thine: 

Ne'er more let mundane baits allure my ſenſe, 

To aggravate my deep, my vaſt offence ! 

May that pure blood annihilate my guilt, 

Upon the croſs for contrite ſinners ſpilt. 

Bleſt Lamb! who dy'd with ſanguinary pain l 

To ſnowy whiteneſs, waſh my crimſon ſtain, 

Seduc'd, but not abandon'd, ſee me here, 

Accept my love, and diſſipate my fear. 

Break not the reed, breathe o'er the ſmoking flax, 

My contrite ſoul diſſolves like melting wax 

Thou ſmiling cherub, peace / deſcend from high, ] 

And make my fainting breaſt on thee rely. 


| I felt this language, tho from her no word, 


Afdculately, could her voice afford. 
| Like 
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Like Ephraim's matron, 'ewas her lips that mo d. 
Her quiv ring lips, which ſpake her ſoul ſubdu'd, 
| From the ſweet penitent, away I-turn'd, 

The cauſe, not. conflict, of her ſoul I mourn'd : 
And ruſhing from her with a weight of grief, 

I ſought to give my burthen'd breaſt relief. 
Alone, but not alone, when to my friend, 

I am requeſted this fad zale to ſend. 
Ventidius, I'm fure, will with me ſhare, 

The dire diſtreſs of this repentant far! 


To PHILOMATH FITZ- PARTRIDGE. 


An Anſwer to ſome Aſtronomical Queſtions, relative 
x: to the Signs of the Zodiack, &c. &c. 


HY wit and ſenſe, friend Parr. profound, 
With poignant railleries abound ; 
While the ſtern fates have long combin'd, 
With ignorance, to cloud my mind, 
Thy ſex graſp ſcientific pow'r, 
Excluding it the female dow'r. 
Know then, your pinnacle of fame, 
Ne'er has, nor e'er ſhall be my aim: 
Feeling tis far beyond my reach, 
And hard t'attain, where none will teach; 
Nor deign to hold bright Wiſdom's torch, 
T' one who ne'er yet trod her porch ; 
| | And 


. 
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And is debarr'd each path to knowledge, 
Where free you rove to books and college. 
Twas thus ſome certain nymphs,* cry'd oh ! 
Rival'd by members of Soho, 

Alas! if in my ſimple ſoul, 

Some glimmerings of ſcience roll; 

Trifles I chuſe t engage my lay, 
And to your wiſdom homage pay. 

Thy puzzling problems I've revoly'd, 
But in my mind, not one is ſolv'd. 
The lunar, or ſideral plan, | 
I never yet preſum'd to ſcan: 

What ſtars encircle Charles's wain, 

Or in fix'd orbits ſtill remain ; 
Or how the awful comet bright, 
Sweeps round the fy his tail of light! 
Is as myſterious to me, 
As your great art, free maſon'ry. 
Viewing laſt night, the ſpangled ſkies, 

I ſaw the Georgium Sidus riſe ; 

The princely minor's twinkling rays, 

Promis'd a more refulgent blaze : \ 
Heſperus then illum'd the earth, 

Greeting the royal ſtranger's birth: 


And 


The polemic clubs, which exiſted about four years ago at Car- 
lille-houſe, and the Belle Aſſemblee in the Hay-Market. 
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+ And on they rode with luſtre crown'd, 
Spark ling mild glory all around. 
Seventy-cight ſtars, I've oft been told, 
Hook * could in Pleiades behold. 
When ken'd with teleſcopi'al eye; 
Without, but ſeven cou'd deſcry. 
In Orion he ſaw thouſands two, 
Of which I ne'er cou'd eighty view. 
While thou art vers'd in ev'ry ſign, 
Diſtinguiſh'd in the Zodiac's line; 
And ſparkling in the convex dome, 
With beauties 'tis thy bliſs to roam. 
I ne'er on Newton's theory muſed, 
Nor Halley, nor Deſcartes peruſed ; 
And drawn into the ſtarry ſphere, 
An exhalation muſt appear, 
Cynthia ne' er ſhows her ſplendid train, 
In lucid beauties o'er the main, 
Till Phoebus-ſeeks nocturnal reſt 
In the calm boſom of the weſt: 
Like Sol, vouchſafe tranſmiſſive light, 
And on this theme ſublime I'll write. 
Thus as thy mind, theſe radiant orbs, 
So much my futile ſenſe abſorbs ; 
That like the weak eye'd bird of night, : 


Known to elude Sol's piercing light; 
** 'S Secking 
* The ingenious Dr, Hook. | 
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Seeking a covert from the ſun, 


So I from Ram, and Bull wou'd run: 925 


Yet with the cherub 2 wins I'd play, 
But ne'er with curved Crab wou'd ſtay : 
The Lion would my ſenſes fright, © 


While the ſweet Virgin would delight! 
The Scales are known Aſtrea's pride, | 


Still o'er me will; I hope, preſide: 2 
But ne'er can I the Scorpion love, 
Nor to th' elaſtic Archer move 


Such ſtings, and bows, might fatal be 


To my felicity and me! 1755 
Nor will the Sea-Goat me allure, 3 
His beard denotes the beaſt impure: 


Might heav'nly nectar grace my lip, 


I'd glad from cool Aquarius lip; 
But I've no wings, nor gliding fails, 


To range mong Fiſb with glitt'ring tails. 


Tis mine, to attend the female ſphere, 

My joy to Balance with the year. 
Men do with true Egyptian lore, 

Theſe north and ſouthern ſigns explore, 


Which high ſoul'd WaLker * ev'ry day, 


With eaſe can to the world diſplay ;* 


When he the liſt ning audience charms, | 


His pupils breaſt with rapture warms ; 


Lecturer on Aſtronomy, 


: 
| 
1 
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As he depicts the ſtarry globe, 

In philoſophic learnings robe 

By which we read the univerſe, 

Like a good book, inſtructive, terſe. 
Thou too, theſe glories to recount, 


Will like the rapid eagle mount, 


And on bright conſtellations doat, 


Which high and low engage thy thought ; 


Telling ſtars, * in conjunction meet, 


And wond'rouſly each other greet! 


Nay more, they'll find congenial ſpouſes, 
Sparkling in planetary houſes,” 
Mere tranſits, ſure ! muſt be their love, 


Which I've no time, nor wiſh to prove; 


Being loſt in contemplations maze, 

Whene'er I ſtrive on ſtars to gaze. 
On ſpeedy journeys to the moon, 

Some take their flight in air balloon, 


Whilſt I'm compell'd in humbler ſcene, - 


To bend my thoughts on things terrene; 
And ne'er ſhall take that tow'ring friſk, 
To view bright Sol's, or Saturn's diſk, 
Your calculations, ſpheres, and void, 

Has never yet my mind employ d; 
Who ne'er felt that etherial fire, 

Which muſt aſtronomers inſpire z 


And 
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And little more of planets know,” | 
Than how ſweet Iris bends her bow; of 
Or Luna's energy preſides, _ ae 
To inflame the brain, and ſwell the FOUR "2 
When ſhe, her ſilver circle . 
As Sol his golden car forſakes: fa 
And with her jewel'd train = OO 
Thꝰ obſcur'd fun's meridian rays. -,...- 
Aſtronomer's may this declare, . | _ 
At leaſt, what their conjectures are: 
Who oft the hemiſphere deſcrys, - 
And ſyſtems of the vaulted ſkies! 

With vital ſpirit NzwTox taught 
The laws of orbs, with wond'rous — 
How they by gravitation gain : 
Their ſov'reign pow'r o'er earth and main. 
His heav'n lighted torch directs, 
The way to find out our defects; 
When higher worlds we wiſh to trace, 
While groveling in this lower place! 
How planets ſerve the glorious ſun, 
And their alternate courſes run: 
Theſe rolling worlds their luſtre lends, 
As to the ocean, Sol deſcends ; 
Or other lands receive his light, 
While ours is veil'd in ſable night, 


* — 


* 
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' Theſe truths ſupreme, to Nzwrox's knom. 


Now his ſoul 's from its body fon:: 
'Thro' dim glaſs, here, he view'd the _ ? BULL TO 
Of nature's wonders, and her laws; pied offs offs ir 
From Heav'n of heay'ns ! might he tell, n 
What glories there ſtupendous dwell!" Moblog aid To? 2A 
What mortal cou'd the yifion bear! d dar 

What waken'd ſenſe, the tranſport ſhare? | 1122 0 4 
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May future ages catch the flannq̃qqq̃ 
That conſecrates great Næwrox's na nme. 


True, what I faid, ä my feeble min. 
To things terreſtrial is confin'd ach to zcci0fift bak 
I'd rather here in bowers ro veg. 
Than trace the ſatellites of Jove; - Wl Jo wii 3 
Since, if Je 'er aſpire to glance a 
On dr empyreal, vaſt erpanſe i! 
My miſty eyes, and giddy bead, _ ©" FEY od. ar 
With dazzling glories overſpread ; *_ a0 
Icarus like, —I wade to my doom, 20 bl nog. 
Ideal of a wat ry tomb! © 
Nor will the ſtars diſpenſe a rar,, 
To light me on my darkſome way 3 3 
But ſtill their unkind ſway Fs. lh fey 
And dullneſs o'er my ſenſes reign. a 3 

Thus, planet ſtruck—ne'er more elbe, 2 N 
From 8 PHiLANTHEA ! Attic fire. : 
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